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IR Godfrey, Brother-in-Law to the Widow Plus. 
Maſter Edmond, Son to the Widow Plus. 
Scorge-Pye-boord, 4 Scholar and a Citizen. © 
Fr Oliver Muck-hill, 4 Suiter taube Lady Plus. 

Hr John Penny-Dub, 4 Suiter to Moll. 

Hr Andrew Tipſtaffe, 4 Suiter ro Frances. 

The Sheriff of London. 

Captain 95 a H ghway- man. 

Puttock 

and Tuo of the Serif $rjcants. 

cor 

1 ſon, 4 Joeman. 0 
Corporal Oath, 4 vain-glorious Fellow. 


Nicholas St. Antlings, 55 Serving nen tg the Lady 


Simon S. Mary Overies, & piu 5. 
F railty, © ; 
Peter Skirmiſh, and old Soldier. 
A Nobleman. 

A Gentleman Citizen. 


Lady Plus, 4 Citizen's Widow. 
Frances, 
and 


1 


ber tus Danghters. 


Moll, e 
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4PURITAN:. 


OR, THE 


Widow of cl 


AC TI. SCENE 
Enter the Lady Widow Plus, Frances and Moll, Sir 

Godfrey with Edmond, all in Mourning. De 

Widow. wringing her Hands, and burſting aut 


into Paſſion, as newly come from the Burial f 
her Hus band. | 


WIDOW. f 


5 H, that ever I was Born, that ever I was 
Born! 

Sir God. Nay, good Siſter, 4 Siſter, . 
ſweet Siſter, be of good comfort, ſhew your: 


ſelf a Woman, now or never. 
Mad. Ob, I have loſt the deareſt Man, 1 


5 — buried the ſweeteſt Husband that ever lay by Woman. 
Sir God. Nay, give him his due, he was i anhoneſt, 
_ virtuous, diſcreet, wiſe Man, he was my Broth, . | 


as 8 
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d. O. I ſhall never forget him, never forge him, he 


was Man ſo Wares tos Women oh 
Sir God. Nay, | kind Siſter, I could weep 2s much as 


any Woman, but alas, our Tears cannot call him again: me- 
thinks you are well read, Siſter, and know that Death is as 
common as Homo, a common name to all Men; —— a Man 


ſhall be taken when he's making water, nay, did not 


the learned Parſon, Maſter Pigmay, tell us een now, that 
Ash 15 frail, we are Born to Die, Man has but a time: 
With ſuch like deep and profougd perfwaſions, as he is a 


rare Fellow, you know, and an excellent Reader: and for 
Example, ( as there are Examples abundance) did not Sir 
Humphrey Bubble die Fother Day, there's a luſty Widow, 
why ſhe cry'd not above half an Hour for ſhame, 


For ſhame : Then followed him old Maſter Felſowy the 
- Uſurer, there's a wiſe Widow, why ſhe cry'd neter a whit 


at all. | 
Wid. O rank not me with thoſe wicked Women, I had a 


Husband out-ſhin'd em all. , 


Sir God. Ay that he did, i' faith, he out-ſhin'd 'em all. 
Mad. Doſt thou ſtand there and ſee us all weep, and not 
once ſhed a Tear for thy Father's Death ? oh thou ungraci- 
ous Son and Heir thou? 
Edm. Troth, Mother, I ſhould not weep Um ſure; I 


am paſt a Child I hope, ro make all my old School-Fellows 
laugh at me; I ſhould be mockt, ſo I ſhould; pray let 


one of my Siſters weep for me, I'll laugh as much for her 


- another time? 


Ma. O thou paft-Grace thou, out of my ſight thou grace- 
leſs Imp, thou grieveſt me more than the Death of thy Fa- 
ther: O thou ſtubborn only Son: hadſt thou ſuch an ho- 


neſt Man to thy Father that would deceive all the World 


to get Riches for thee, and canſt thou not afford g little 
Salt-Water ? He that ſo wiſely did quite overthrow the 
right Heir of thoſe Lands, which now you reſpe& not: 
up every Morning betwixt four and five, ſo duly at Meſt- 
»ynfter-Hall every Term time, with all his Cards and Wri- 
tings, for thee, thou wicked Abſalon =———— | 
O dear Husband ! | + 

Egdm. Weep, quotha? I proteſt Tam glad he's Churched; 
for now he's gone, I ſhall ſpend in quiet. 


* 4 


Fran. 
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the Widow of Wiling-ſtreet. _ 3190 
Fran. Dear Mother, pray ceaſe, half your Tears ſuffice; 
"Tis time for you to take truce with your Eyes, =» © 
Let me weep now. „ 
mid. O ſuch a dear Knight, ſuch a ſweet Husband have 
I loſt, have I loſt! — if bleſſed be the Coarſe the Rain 
rains upon, he had it, pouring don. | | 
Sir God. Siſter, be o d chear, we are all mortal our 
ſelves, I come upon you freſhly, I ne'er ſpeak without com- 
fort, hear me what I ſhall ſay, —— my Brother has left you 


wealthy, you're rich, 
Wid. O! | 
Sir God. I fay you're rich: you are alſo fair. 
Ma. O! | * 
Sir God. Go to, you're fair, you cannot ſmother it, 
Beauty will come to light; nor are your Years ſo far en- 
ter'd with you, but that you will be ſought after, and may 
very well anſwer another Husbard ; the World is full of 
fine Gallants, choice enow, Siſter, for what ſhould 
we do with all our Knights, I pray? but to marry rich 
Widows, wealthy Citizens Widows, luſty fair-brow'd La- 
dies. Go to, be of good comfort, I ſay, leave ſnobbing and 
weeping, — yet my Brother was a kind-hearted Man. 
I would not have the Elf ſee me now, come, pluck 
up a Woman's Heart, here ſtand your Daughters, who 7 
be well Eſtated, and at maturity will alſo be inquir'd after 
with good Husbands, ſo all theſe Tears ſhall be ſoon dry'd. 7 
up, and a better World than ever —— what, Woman? 
you muſt not weep ſtill; he's dead, he's buried yet I 
cannot chuſe but weep for him. 
Mid. Marry again! no, let me be buried quick then! 
And that ſame part of Quire whereon I tread 
To ſuch intent, O, may it be my Grave: 
And that the Prieſt may turn his Wedding-prayers, 
3 Even with a breath, to Funeral duſt and aſhes; _ Wo 
O, out of a Million of Millions, I ſhould ne'er find fuch a 
Husband; he was unmatchable—— unmatchable ; nothing 
was fo hot, nor too dear for me, I could not ſpeak of that 
one thing that I had not, beſide, I had Keys of all, kept all, re- 
ceiv'd all, had Mony in my Purſe, ſpent what I would, went a- 
broad when I would, came home when I would, and did all what 
I would: O my ſweet Husband ; I ſhall never elke. 
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1 Sir. God. Siſter? neer ſay ſo, he was an honeſt Brother 
of mine, and fo, and you may light upon one as honeſt again, 


or one as honeſt again may light upon you; that's the pro- 
perer phraſe indeed. e . 
Wid. Never: O if you love me urge it not. 


O may I be the by- word of the World, ; 
The common talk at Table in the Mouth 


Of every Groom and Waiter, if e er more 


I entertain the carnal ſuit of Man. [eli 


Moll. T muſt kneel down for faſhion too. 
Fran. And I, whom never Man as yet hath ſcal'd, 


E'en in this depth of general Sorrow, vow 


Never to marry, to ſuſtain ſuch loſs, 

As a dear Husband ſeems to be, once Dead, 
Moll. I lov'd my Father well too; but to ſay, 

Nay, vow, I would pot marry for his death, 

Sure I ſhould ſpeak falſe Latin, ſhould I not? 


Id as ſoon vow never to come in Bed. 
Tut, Women muſt live by th' quick, and not by th' dead. 


Mid. Dear Copy of my Husband, O let me kiſs thee: _ 
| [ Drawing out her Husband's Picture. 
How like him is their Model; their brief Picture 


© Quickens my Tears: my ſorrows are renew'd 
At their freſh fight. 


Sir God. Siſter co 
Mid. Away, 
All honeſty with him is turn'd to Clay, 


O my ſweet Husband, Oo 


Fran. My dear Father ? Exeunt Wid. and Fran, 
Moll. Here's a puling indeed! I think my Mother weeps 
for all the Women that ever buried Husbands ; for if from 


time to time all the Widowers Tears in England had been 


Botled up, I do not think all would have f6ll'd a three-half- 


peny Bottle: alas, a ſmall matter bucks a Handkerchief. 


and ſometimes the Spittle ſtands too nigh Saint Thomas a 
Watring's, Well, I can mourn in good ſober ſort as well as 
another; but where I ſpend one Tear for a dead Father, 1 
could give twenty Kiſſes for a quick Husband. 


| f [Exit Moll. 
Sir God, Well, go thy ways, old Sir Godfrey, and thou 


wait he proud ot, thou haſt a kind loving Siſter-in- 
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| the Widow of Watling-ſtreet.. 3189 


hw. How conſtant? how paſſionate? how full of April the 
r SouF's Eyes are, Well, I would my Brother knew or't, 
e ſhould then know what a kind Wife he had left behind 


him. Truth, and 'twere not for ſhame that the Neighbours bo 


at th' next Garden ſhould hear me betwixt Joy and Grief, I 
ſhould &en cry out- right. [Exit Sir Godfrey. 

Edm. So, a fair riddance, my Father's laid in duſt, his 
Coffin and he is like a whole Meat-Pye, and the Worms 


will cut him up ſhortly : Farewel, old Dad, farewel; III 


be curb'd in no more: I perceive a Son and Heir ma 

quickly be made a Fool, and he will be one, but I'll take 
another order; Now ſhe would have me weep for 
him forſooth, and why; becauſe he cozen'd the right 
Heir being a Fool, and beſtow'd thoſe Lands on me his 


Eldeſt Son; and therefore I muſt weep for him, ha, haz 


why, all the World knows, as long as twas his Pleaſure to 


get me, twas his Duty to get for me: I know the La w- 


in that point, no Attorney can gull me. Well, my Un- 


cle is an old Aſs, and an admirable Coxcomb, I'll rule the 


Roaſt my ſelf, I'll be kept under no more, I know what 


I may do well enough by my Father's Copy: the Law's 


in mine own Hands now : Nay, now I know my ſtrength, 
I'll be ſtrong enough for my Mother, I warrant Yu 

| Exit 
Enter George Pye-boord, and Peter Skirmiſh. | 
Pye. What's to be done now, old Lad of War, thou 


that were wont to be as hot as a Turn-ſpit, as nimble as 3 


Fencer, and as louſie as a School-maſter; now thou art 


put to ſilence like a Seftary,— War fits now like a Ju- 


ice of Peace, and does nothing; where be your Muſ- 
kets, Calivers and Hot-ſhots? in Lang- lane, at pawn, at 
pawn? —— Now Keys are our only Guns, Key-guns, 
Key- guns, and Bawds the Gunners, — who are your 


Sentinels in Peace, and ſtand ready charg'd to give war- 


ning; with hems, hums, and pocky-coughs; only your 
Chambers are licenſt to play upon you, and Drabs enow to 
give Fire to em. 

Skir., Well, I cannot tell, but I am ſure it goes wrong 
with me, for ſince the ceſſure of the Wars, I have ſpent 


agove a hundred Crowns out of Purſe : I have been a S0l-- 
| dier 


ö -The Puritan: Or, 
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dier any time: this forty Years, and now I perceive an od 
Soldier, and an old Courtier have both one Deſtiny, and in 
= the end turn both into Hob-nails. Ram 97 
Pye. Pretty Myſtery for a Beggar, for indeed a Hob- nail 
is the true Emblem of a Beggar's Shoe-ſoal. ; 
Sir. I will not ſay but that War is a Blood-ſucker, and 
ſo; buf in my Conſcience, (as there is no Soldier but has | 
a piece of one, though it be full of holes, likea ſhot Ancient, 
no matter, twill ſerve to ſwear by) in my Conſcience, I 
think ſome kind of Peace has more hidden oppreſſions, and 
violent heady Sins, (though looking of a gentle Nature) than 
a proſeſt War. | 
- Pye. Troth, and for mine own part, I am a poor Gentleman, 
and a Scholar, I have been matriculated in the Univerſity, 
wWore out fix Gowns there, ſeen ſome Fools, and ſome Scho- 
| lars, ſome of the City, and ſome of the Country, kept Or- 
dier, went bare-headed over the Quadrangle, eat my Com- 
* mons with a good. Stomach, and battled with Diſcretion ; 
at laſt, having done many flights and tricks to maintain my 
Wit in uſe (as my Brain would never endure me to be idle,) 
IL was expell'd the Univerſity, only for ſtealing a Cheeſe out 
of Feſis Colledge. 
Skzir. Is't poſhble? | 
Pye. O! there was one Welfbman (God forgive him) pur- 
wad it hard, and never left, till I turn'd my Staff toward 
London, where when I came, all my Friends were pit-hold, 
gone to Graves, (as indeed there was but a few left before) 
then was I turn'd to my Wits, to ſhift in the World, to towre 
among Sons and Heirs, and Fools, and Gulls, and Ladies 
eldeſt Sons, to work upon nothing, to feed out of Flint, 
and ever fince has my Belly been much beholden to my 
Brain. But now to return to you, old Skirmiſh, I ſay as 
you ſay, and for my part wiſh a Turbulency in the World, 
| for I have nothing in the World, but my Wits, and 1 
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& think they are as mad as they will be: and to ſtrengthen 
pour Argument the more, I ſay an honeſt War is better 
than a bawdy Peace. As touching my Profeſſion; the mul- 
| tiplicity of Scholars, hatcht and nouriſht in the idle Calms 
of Peace, makes em like Fiſhes, one devour another; and 
the Community of Learning has fo plaid upon affections, 
and thereby almoſt Religion is come about to Phantaſie, 
"= ESL "2 and 
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und diſcredited by being too much ſpoken of — in ſo ma- 
ny. and mean Mouths, I my ſelf being a Schalar and a 
XZ Graduate, have no other comfort by my Learning, but the 
Affection of my words, to know how Scholar-like to name 
S what I want, and can call my ſelf a B:ggar both in Greek 
and Latin, and therefore not to cog with Peace, I'll not be 
afraid to ſay, tis a great Breeder, but a bad Nouriſher : 2 
great Getter of Children, which muſt either be Thieves or 
f rich Men, Knaves or Beggars. 4d: of 
Hir. Well, would I had been born a Knave then, when 
I was born a Beggar; for if the truth was known, I think 
I was begot when my Father had never a Penny in his 
Purſe. q | | 
Pye. Puh, faint not, old Skirmiſh, let this warrant thee, 
= Facilis Deſcenſus Averni, tis an eaſie Journey to a Knave, 
thou may'ſt be a Knave when thou wilt; and Peace is à good 
Madam to all other Profeſſions, and an arrant Drab to us, 
let us handle her accordingly, and by our Wits thrive in 
deſpight of her; for the Law lives by Quarrels, the Courtier 
by ſmaoth Good-morrows, and every Profe ſſion makes it 
ſelf greater by Imperfections, why not we then by Shifts, - 
Wiles, and Forgeries? And ſeeing our Brains are the only 
Patrimonies, let's ſpend with judgment, not like a deſperate 
Son and Heir, but like a ſaber and diſcreet Templer. 
one that will never march beyond the bounds of his Allow- 
ance, and for our thriving means, thus, I my ſelf will put on 
the Deceit of a Fortune-teller, a Fortune: teller. 
Skir. Very proper. 9 2 
Pye, And you a Figurc-caſter, or a Conjurer. 
Skir. A Conjurer ? 5 
5 Pye. Let me alone, I'll inſtruct you, and teach you to 
deceive all Eycs, but the Devil's. * 
Kir. O ay, for I would not deceive him, and I could 
chuſe, of all others. | 
3 Pye. Fear not, I warrant you; and ſo by theſe means we 
X ſhall help one another to Patients, as the condition of the 
Age affords Creatures enow for cunnjng to work upon. | 
Hir. O ondrous, new Fools and freſh Aſſes. 
Pye. O, fit, fit, excellent. 
Sir. What in the name of Copjuring? 


f Pye. 


e alen e 1% 


4 


* 
2 
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Pye. My Memory greets me happily with an admirable 


Subject to graze upon. The Lady-Widow, who of late T 


ſaw weeping in her Garden, for the death of her Husband, 


* fure ſhe's but a watriſh Soul, and half on't by this time is 
dropt out of her Eyes: Device well manag'd may do good 


upon her: it ſtands firm, my firſt practice ſhall be there. 
Shir. You have my Voice, George. | 
Pye. Sh'as a grey Gull to her Brother, a Fool to her only 

Son, and an Ape to her youngeſt Daughter; — I over- 

heard em ſeverally, and from their words I'll drive my de- 


vice; and thou, old Peter Skirmiſh, ſhalt be my ſecond in 


all flights. 
Skir. Ne'er doubt me, George Pye- Boord, —— only you 
muſt teach me to conjure. 
Enter Captain Tdle pinion'd, and with a Guard of Officers 
os paſſeth over the Stage. 
Pye. Puh, I'll perfect thee, Peter: * 
How now ! what's he ? 
Skir. O George ! this ſight kills me, 
Tis my ſworn Brother, Captain /dle. © 
Pye. Captain /dle. 
Hir. Apprehended for ſome fellonious Act or other, he 
has ſtarted out, has made a Night on't, lackt Silver; I can- 
not but commend his Reſolution, he would not pawn his 


' Buff-Jerkin, I would either ſome of us were imploy'd, or 


might pitch our Tents at Uſurers Doors, to kill the Slaves 


as they peep out at the Wicket. 


Pye. Indeed, thoſe are our ancient Enemies; they keep 
our Mony in their Hands, and make us to be hang'd for 
robbing of em: but come let's follow after to the Priſon, 
and know the nature of this offence, and what we can ſtead 
him in, he ſhall be ſure of; and I'll uphold it ſtill, that 
a Charitable Knave is better than a ſoothing Puritan. 

| [ Exennt, 

Enter at oue Door Corporal Oath, and at the other three of 
the Widow Puritan's Serving-Men, Nicholas St. Ant- 
lings, Simon St. Mary-Overies, and Frailty, in black ſcurvy 

Mourning Coats, and Books at their Girdles, as coming from 

Church. They meet. 

Mich. What, Corporal Oath? I am ſorry we have met 


with you- next our Hearts ; you are the Man that we are 
| ; | for- 


. 


. 4 
= 
_ . 


4 % 
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forbidden to keep company withal, we muſt not ſwear I can 


| tell you, and you have the name for Swearing. 
Sin. Ay, Corporal Oath, I would you would do ſo much 
* Mas forſake us, we cannot abide you, we muſt not be ſeen in 
J your Company. ; | | ö 
X Frail. There is none of us, I can tell you, but ſhall be 
& ſoundly whipt for ſwearing. . we ' 
Corp. Why how now? we three? PuritanicalScrape-ſhooes, 
; Fleſh a Good-Fridays; a Hand. | 
Al. Oh. | ö | 
Corp. Why Nicholas St, Antlings, Simon St. Mary. 


Overies, has the De'il poſſeſt you, that you ſwear no better, 
you Half-Chriſten'd Katomites, you Un-godmother'd Varlets, 
does the firſt Leſſon teach you to be Proud, and the ſecond 
to be Coxcombs; proud Coxcombs; not once to do duty to 
a Man of Mark. 
| Frail. A Man of Mark, quotha, I do not think he can 
ſhew a Beggar's Noble. 

Corp. A Corporal, a Commander, one of Spirit, that is able 
to blow you up all dry. with your Books at your Girdles. 
Sm. We are not taught to believe that, Sir, for we 
know the Breath of Man is weak. : | 

| [Corporal breathes on Frailty. 

Fail. Foh, you lye, Nicholas; for here's one ſtrong 
enough; blow us up, quotha, he may well blow me above 
I twelve-ſcore off on him: I warrant, if the Wind ſtood right, A 
Za Man might ſmell him from the top of Newgate, to the 
Leads of Ludgate. | 
cr. Sirrah, thou hollow Book of Wax - candle. | 

Wich. 3 3 ou may ſay what you will, ſo you ſwear not. 

e wear * Cam — | 

XZ Mi. Hold, hold, good Corporal Oath ; for if you ſwear 
once, we ſhall fall down in a Swoon preſently. 
X Corp. I muſt and will ſwear : you quivering Coxcombs, 
. Emy Captain is impriſen'd, and by Vulcans Leather Cod- 

piece point —— _ | | | 
Mich. O Simon, what an Oath was there? 

3 Frail. If he ſhould chance to break it, the poor Man's 


F Breeches would fall down about his heels, ſor Venus allows 
but one Point to his Hoſe, * * 8 


Corp, 
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Cem. With theſe, my Bully- Fleet, I will thump ope the 
Priſon Doors, and brain the Keeper with che Begging-Box, 
but PII ſer my honeſt ſweer Captain ale at liberty, 

+ Nich. How, Captain Idle ? my old Aunt's Son, my dear 
Kinſman in Cappadochio. | | 
Corp. Ay, thou Church-peeling, thou Holy- paring, Re- 
ligious outſide thou; if thou hadſt any grace in thee, thou 
wouldſt viſit him, relieve him, ſwear to get him out. 
Nich. Aſſure you, Corporal, indeed - la, tis the firſt time 
I heard on't. ; | 
Corp. Why dot now then, Marmaſet; bring forth' thy 
yearly Wages, let not a Commander periſh ? 9 
Sim. But if he be one of the wicked, he ſhall periſh, | 
Nich. Well, Corporal, I'll cen along with you, to viſit 
my Kinſman, if I can do him any good, I will-—but I | 
have nothing for him, Simon St. Mary-Overies and Frail- 
ty, pray make a Lie for me to the Knight, my Maſter, old | 
Sir Godfrey. | "73 "WIE ER» 4 
Corp. A Lie? may you lie then? 
Frail. O ay, we may lie, but we muſt not ſwear. | 
Sim. True, we may lye with our Neighbour's Wife, but 
we muſt not ſwear we did fo. | 
Corp. O, an excellent Tag of Religion. 
Mich. O, Simon, I have thought upon a ſound excuſe, it 
will go currant, ſay that I am gone to a Faſt. 
Sim. To a Faſt? very good: | 27:2 
1 Ay, to a Faſt, ſay, with Maſter Full- belly the Mi- 
liter. 7 
Sim. Maſter Full- bellßj? an honeſt Man: He feeds the 
Flock well, for he's an excellent Feeder. 9 
| | [ Exennt Corporal and Nicholas. 
Frail, OI, J have feen him eat a whole Pig, and after- | 
ward fall to the Pettitoes. [ Excum Simon aud Frailty. 


The Mar ſhalſea Priſon. Euter Captain Idle at one Door, 
and an old Soldier at the other. 

Pye. Pray turn the Key. Speaking wit lin · 
Shir. Turn the Key, 1 r | 
Capt. Who ſhould thoſe be, I almoſt know their Voices? 
O my Friends! . Eutring. 
Re You're 
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N Pipe of Tobacco about you? 


Offce. 
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You're welcome to a ſmelling Room here; you newly took 
leave of the Air, is't not a ſtrange favour? 

Pye: As all Priſons have ſmells of ſundry Wretches; 
Who, though departed, leave their ſcents behind em. 
By Gold, Captain, I am fincerely ſorry for thee. 

Capt. By my troth, George, I thank thee; but, piſh——- 
what muſt be, muſt be. | | 

Shir. Captain, what do you lye in for? ist great? what's 

your Offence ? ; ; | 

Capt. Faith, my Offence is ordinary, — common, 
a High-way, and I fear me my penalty will be ordinary and 
common too, a Halter. 

Pye. Nay, propheſie not ſo ill, it ſhall go hard, 
But I'll ſhift for thy Life. 5 

Capt. Whether I live or die, thou' xt an honeſt George. 
T'll tell you Silver flow'd not with me, as it had done, 
for now the Tide runs to Bawds and Flatterers, I had a 


ſtart out, and by chance ſer upon a fat Steward, thinking 
his Purſe had been as purſie as his Body; and the Slave 
had about him but the poor purchace of ten Groats: Not- 
* withſtanding being deſcryed, purſued, and taken, I know 
the Law is ſo grim, in reſpect of many deſperate, unſetled 
© Soldiers, that I fear me I ſhall dance after their Pipe 


for't. 
Skir, I am twice ſorry for you, Captain; firſt, that 


Jour Purchace was ſo ſmall, and now that your Danger is 


o great. 
Capt. Puſh, the worſt is but death. h you a 


Skir, I think I have thereabouts about me. 

| Captain blows a Pipe. 
Capt. Here's a clean Gentleman too, to receive. 
Pye. Well, I muſt caſt about ſome happy flight: 


5 Work Brain, that ever didſt thy Maſter right. 


| Corporal and Nicholas within, 
Corp. Keeper, let the Key be turn'd. 
Nich. Ay, ay, pray, Maſter Keeper, give's a caſt of your 


Capt. How now? more Viſitants? —————what, Cor- 


| poral Oath ? 


Hye. Shir. Corporal. 


. 
* 
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Corp. In Priſon, N Captain? * muſt not be? 

Nich. How do you, Captain Kinſman? _ 

Capt. Good Coxcomb, 1 what makes that baren. acht 
Fool here? 

Nich. You ſee, Kinſman, I er bold ad call in, 
and ſee how you do; I heard you were ſafe enough, and 1 
- was very glad on't, that it was no worſe. b 

Capt. This is à double torture now. this Fool by th 
Book doth vex me more than my Impriſonment. What 5 


meant you, Corporal, to hook him hither? b 
Corp. Who, he? he ſhall relieve thee, and ur ther 
III make him do't. n 


Capt. Ey, what vain Breath you ſpend: 
He ſupply ? I'll ſooner expect Mercy from an Ui when y 
my Bond's forfeited, ſooner Kindneſs from a Lawyer when 
my Mony's ſpent: nay, ſooner Charity from the Devil, 
than Good from a Puritan. I'll look for Relief from him 
when Lucifer is reſtor'd to his Blood, and in Heav'n again. 
Nich. I warrant my Kinſman's talling of me, for my leſt ar 


Ear burns moſt tyrannically. ab 
Pye. Captain Jale? what's he there? he looks like * Mon- . 
key upward, and a Crane downward. | = 


Capt. Pſhaw; a fooliſh Couſin of mine: I muſt thank God 
for him. 

Pye. Why, the better ſubje& to work a ſcape upon; ; thou | 
2 change Clothes with him, and leave him here, v. 
32541 ——— ſee 
Capt. Puſh, I publiſht him &en now to my Corporal, th 

he will be damn'd erer he do me ſo much good; why, I th 
know a more proper, a more handſome Device than . 21 
if the Slave would: be Sociable, —— now AAS: Her- an 


face ? Cre 


- » Nich. O, my Couſin begins to ſpeak to me now, I ſhall IB. 
be acquainted with him again, I hope. in 
Skir. Look ! what ridiculous Raptures take hold of his : 
Wrinkles. ne 


Pye. Then what ſay you to this Device, à happy one lin 
Captain? ä 
Capt. Speak low, George; Priſon Rats have wider Ears 21 
than thoſe in Malt: lofts. | 
: 4 "IN Nich. no! 
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Mich. Couſin, if it lay in my power, as they ſay. 
to do — ö | | 
Cpt. Twould do me an exceeding pleaſure indeed, that; 
neer talk furder on't, the Fool will be hang'd e er he do't. 

Corp. Pox, I'll thump 'im-to'r. | 
"Des Why, do but try the Fopſter, and break it to him 
bluntly. | 
| — And ſo my diſgrace will dwell in his Jaws, and the 
Slave ſlaver out our purpoſe to his Maſter; for would I were 
but as ſure-on't, as I am ſure he will deny to dot. 
Nich. I would be heartily glad, Couſin, if any of my 
Friendſhips, as they ſay, might ſtand, ha | 
Pye. Why, you ſee he offers his Friendſhip fooliſhly to 
you already. | at -AD 4 
= Ay, that's the Hell on't, I would he would offer it 
wiſely, | 12: | 
Nick. Verily, and indeed la, Couſin - | 
Capt. I have took note of thy Fleers a good while, if thou 
art minded to do me good? 23 thou gap'ſt upon me comfort= 
ably, and giv'ſt me charitable Faces; which indeed is but a 
faſhion in you all that are Puritans, wilt ſoon at Night ſteal 
me thy Maſter's Chain? N 20” 
Nich. Oh, I ſhall fowne! | 55 
Pye, Corporal, he ſtarts already! ils d bf 
Capt. I know it to be worth three hundred Crowns, and 
with the half of that, I can buy my Life at a Broker's, at 
| ſecond hand, which now lyes in pawn to the Law; if this 
thou refuſe to do, being eaſie and nothing dangerous, in 
that thou art held in good Opinion of thy Maſter, why tis 
2 palpable Argument thou hold'ſt my Life at no Price, 
and theſe thy broken and unjointed Offers are but only 
created in thy Lip, now Born, and now Buried, fooliſh 
Breath only: what, woult do'c ? ſhall I look for Happineſs 
in thy anſwer? 4 | 
Nich. Steal my Maſter's Chain, quoth he? no, it ſhall 
neer be ſaid, that Nicholas St. Antlings committed Bird- 
lime ! . 
Capt. Nay, I told you as much, did I not? though he be 
a Puritan, yet he will be a true Man. + | 
Nich. Why Couſin, you know *tis written, Thou ſhalt 
not Steal. 4 | Beret SHY 
Vol. VI. .* RL. Capt. 


4 


Couſin? 


mikes it fo little in thy Heart. 


contented abſolutely, as you would ſay, to ſteal the Chain 


we li have only but a Help and a Mirth on't, the Knight 


"Capt. Why and Fool, thou ar love thy thy Neighbour, 
and help him in Extremities. 
Mich. Maſs I think f it be indeed; in what Chapter $ chat 


Capt, Why in the firſt of Chaney: the ſecond Verſe. 

Nich. The firſt of Charity, 3 a, that's a good Jelt, 
there s no fuch Chapter 1 in my 

Capt. No, I know *twas torn out — ge Bock, and that 


Pye, Come, let me tell you, e lind a Kinſman 
ifaith; the Captain loving you fo dearly, ay, like the 
Pomwater of His 0 _ I o be o net eV 
fie, ſie. 9 

Nich. Pray do not wiſh me to * hang'd, any thing elſe 
that I can do; had it been to rob, I would he don't, but I 
muſt not Steal, that's the word, the litera), Thou ſhalt not ] 
Steal; and would you wiſh me to Steal then? 

Pye. No Faith, that were too much, c fed truth; ; why 
wilt thou Nim it from him? 

MWh. That I will. 

Pye, Why enough, Bully; he will be content with chit, 
or he ſhall ha' none; let me alone with him now, Captain, 
I ha' dealt with your Kinſman in a Corner; 2 good --akind- 
natur'd Fellow, methinks:: ' Go to, you ſhall not have all 
your on asking, you ſhall bate ſome what on't, he is not 


from him, but to do you a 3 he * nim it _—_ 
him. 
. Wel, * —— he will do no more, as s far as T a 1 


! 
t 
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tl 
m 
W 
tl 


muſt be cod endet with that. 


. 'Corp. Here's no notable gullery? 
Pye. Nay, Pl come nearer to you, Senden been 


ſhall not loſe his Chain neither, but be 1 laid out of the 
way ſome one or two Days. 
Nich. Ay, that would be 7080 indeed, Kinſman. 
Pye. For I have à farther reach, to profit us better, by 
the miſſing ont only, than if we had it -out-right, * as my 
Difcourſe ſhall make it known to you when thou haſt 
the Chain, do but convey it out at a Back-door into the 
an 
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and there hang it cloſe in the Ban, but 
fr a | 2689903 and by that harmleſs device, I mm 
„bo to wind Ca rait Idle out of Priſon, the Kaigbt th. 
Maſter ſhall get his Pardon, and releaſe him, and he ſatisf2; 
thy eg, men his ow Chan, and wondrous thanks on 
„both Hands. 
Nich. That w rx indeed TH 


Pray let me know „ | 

Pye. Nay, tis very — thou hauld know, bed 
cauſe thou muſt be employ d as an Actor? 

Nich. An Actor? — that's a Player? and our Par- 
ſon rails againſt Players mightily, I can tell you, becaule 
they brought him drunk erh — he will 
be horrihly drunk. 

Corp. Maſs I cannot blame him then, 

Poor Church ſpout. 1 

Pye. Why as an. Inemedics then? 

y Nich, Ay, that, that. 

Pye. Give me Audience qhen; when che ald Knight thy 

Maſter has rag'd- his fill for the loſs af the Chain, tell him | 


thou haſt a Kinſman in Priſon, of ſuch exquiſite Art, that 
n, the Devil himſelf is French Lackey to him, and iruqs bare 
d- headed by chis Horſe Really. Pr he has one; hom he 


will cauſe, with moſt 7riſh dexterity, to fetch dis Chain, 
though *twere hid under a Mine of Sea - coal, and ne'er 
in make Spade or Pick Axe his Inſtruments; tell him but this, 
m wich farther Inſtructions thou ſhalt receive from me, and 
I thou ſheweſt thy ſelf 2 Kinſwen indeed. 
Corp. A dainty Bully. 
1 Skir. An honeſt—Book-keeper. | 
Capt. And my three times thrice honey:Couſin,— - | 
Nich. Nay, grace of God Þll rob him on't ſuddenly, 
ifc and hang 7 in the Roſemary bank, but I bear that mind, 
ht Couſin, I would not ſteal au ching, methinks, for mine 
he BY own Father. 
Sir. He beats a good Mind in that, Captain, 
P Je. Why, well laid, | 
by He begins to — an honeſt Fellow, faith. 
ny Corp. In truth he does. 


Ef 2 | Nich. 
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Nich. You ſee, Couſin, I am willing to do you any kind- 


"neſs, always ſaving my ſelf harmleſs. [Exit Nicholas. 


— 


Capt. Why I thank thee, fare thee well, I ſhall requite 


Corp. Twill be good for thee, Captain, that thou haſt 
ſuch an egregious Aſs to thy Couſin. 

Capt. Ax, is not that a fine Fool, Corporal? 
But, George, thou talk*ſt of Art and Conjuring, 


- How ſhall that be? 


Pye. Pub, be't not in your care, 
Leave that to me and my Direction 
Well, Captain, doubt not thy delivery now. 
E'en with the vantage, Man, to gain hy Priſon, 
As my Thoughts prompt me: Hold on brain and plot, 
I aim at many cunning far events, | 
All which I doubt not to hit at length; 
I'll to the Widow with a quaint Aſſault; 
Captain, be merry. Ie 2 
Capt. Who I? Kerry merry Buffe-Jerkin. | 
Pye. Oh, I am happy in more flights, and one will knit 
ſtrong in another Corporal Oath. PEP 
Corp. Ho | Bully! __ * 
Dye. And thou, old Peter Skirmiſh, I have a neceſſary 
task for you both. | 


"> "Skir. Lay't upon George Pye-boord. 


Corp. What cer it be, we'll manage it. 
1 8 I would have you two maintain a Quarrel before the 
La 


y Widow's Door, and draw your Swords i'th' edge of 

the Evening: Claſh a little, claſh, claſh. 
Corp. Fuh ! 

Let us alone to make our blades ring noon, 
Though it be aſter Supper. b 
. Pye. I know you can; 
And out of that falſe Fire, I doubt not but to raiſe ſtrange 
belief and, Captain, to countenance my Device the bet- 
ter, and grace my Words to the Widow, I have a 
plain Sattin Suit, that I had of a young Reveller t'other 
Night, for words paſs not regarded riow a-days, unleſs they 
come from a good Suit of Cloaths, which the Fates and my 
Wits had beſtowed upon me. Well, Captain /dle, if I did 


not highly love thee, I would nee be ſeen within twelve 


core 


haps - Soc a :-. ec. 


E 


f 


re 
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ſcore of a Priſon, for I proteſt at this inſtant, I walk in 
eat danger of ſmall Debts. I owe; Mony to ſeveral Ho- 
eſſes, and you know ſuch Fills will quickly be upon 2 

Man's Jack. | © 
Capt. True, George, * 
Pye. Fare thee well, Captain. Come Corporal and An- 

cient, thou ſhalt hear more News next time we greet 

thee. | 3 ng 1.” 150 
Corp. More News? Ay, by yon Bear at Bridge - Foot in 

Heay'n ſhalt thou. 1 | Exennt, 
Capt. Enough; my Friends, fare wel, e 

This Priſon ſhews as if Ghoſts did part in Hell. 


m— NW” 


IC 


AGF" AL 
Enter Moll, youngeſt Daughter to the Widow, alone. 

ne marry? forſwear Marriage? Why all Wo- 

men know *tis as honourable a thing as to lye 
with a Man; and I, to ſpight my Siſter's Vow the more, 
have entertain d a Suiter already, a fine Gallant Knight of 
the laſt Feather, he ſays he will Coach me too, and well 
appoint me, allow me Mony to Dice withal, and many ſuch 
pleafing Proteſtations he ſticks upon my Lips: Indeed his 
ſhort-winded Father i*th* Country is wondrous wealthy, a 
moſt abominable Farmer, and therefore he may dote in time; 
troth Ill venture upon him; Women are not without ways 


enough to help themſelves: If he prove wiſe and good as his 
word, why I ſhall love him, and uſe him kindly; and if 25 


1 


he prove an Ass, why in a quarter of an Hour's warning! 


can transform him into an Oxe; — there comes in my re- 
lief again. cht + | 
Euter Frailty. 


5 rail. O, Miſtreſs Moll, Miſtreſs Moll. 


AHoll. How now? what's the News? 
Trail. The Knight your Suiter, Sir Johm Penny Dub. 
Ae, Sir John Penny- Dub? where? where? 5 
Fut -He&s walking in the Gallery. 
Moll. Has my Mother ſeen him yet? 


Ff 3 Ba, 


5 
. — 


I take in Poiſon when I hear one nam'd. 
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Hail. 0 60, mes ftrihs ig the Kitchin, 
© 2511. Direct him kites ſoftly, godd Frailty; 
ll inet him Half way. rt pris 
Frail. That's juſt like running a Tilt; but k Rope hen 
break nothing this time. PE Sor 
2» Exter Sir John Pehny- Dub. 
Moll. *Tis happineſs my Mother faw hitt not, 
O welcome, good 3 | . — 
Dab. I thank you faith—Niay you muſt ftatd me till 
I kiſs you: Tis the Faſhion every where F fafth, and I came 
from Court e'now. i Thea oat as | | 
Moll. Niy, tlie Fates forefend that I ſhould anger the 
Faſhion? e 8 
Dub. Then not forgetting the ſweet of new Cerem̃onics, 
I firſt fall back, then recovering my ſelf, make my Honour 
to your Lip thus; and then accoft it. 
Aol. Truſt me, very pretty and moving, you're worthy 
on't, Sir; 
O my Mother, my Mcther, now ſhe's here, 
Fitig. Enter Widow and Sir Godfrey. 
We'll ſteal into the Gallerr. [Exeunt. 
Er God. Nay, Siſter, let Reaſon rule you, do not play 
the Fool, ſtand not in your own Light, you have wealthy 
Offers, large Tendrings, do not withſtand your good For- 
tune; who comes a wooing to you I pray? no ſmall Fool, 


- 


a rich Knight och City, Sir Oliver Muck-bill, no ſmall 


fool I can tell you; and furthermore, as I heard late by 
your Maid-ſervants, as your Maid-ſervants will ſay to me 
any thing, I thank em, both your Daughters are not with- 
out Suitors, ay, and worthy ones too; one a brisk Courtier, 
Sir Andrew Tipſtaffe, Tuiter afar off to your eldeſt Daugh- 
ter, and the third a huge wealthy Farmer's Son, a fine young 
Country Knight, they call him Sir John Pexny-Dub, a good 
Name marry, he may have it coin'd when he lacks Mony; 
what Bleſſings are theſe, Siſter } 

Mid. Tempt me not, Sata. 

Sir Gad. Satan? do I look like Satan? 1 hope the Devil's 
not ſo old 1 1 trow; a ee 

d. You wound my Senſes, Brother, when you name 
A Suiter to-me,—oh I cannot abide it, 


Enter 


QA — — pd 2 LS 


le 


te Widow, of Watling-ftreet. 3 203. 


Enter Simon. *s 
How now, Simon ? where's my Son Edmond? 
Sim. Verily, Madam, he is at vain Exerciſe, dripping in 
the Tennis-Court. 22g | 
mid. At Tennis-Court? oh, now his Father's gone, I 
ſhall have no rule with him; oh wicked EAmond, I might 
well compare this with the Prophecy in the Chronicle, 
though far inferior, as Harry of Monmouth won all, and 
Harry of Windſor loſt all; ſo Edmond of Briſtowthat was the 
Father, got all, and Edmond of London that's his Son now, 
will eng all. 

Sir God. Peace, Siſter, we'll have him reform'd, there's 
hope on him yet, though it be but a little. 

* Enter Frailty. | 

Frail. Forſooth, Madam; there are two or three Archers 
at Door would very gladly ſpeak with your Ladyſhip. 

Wid. Archers? 

Sir God. Your Husband's Fletcher I warrant, + 

Mad. Oh, | 
Let them come near, they bring home things of his, 

Troth I ſhould ha* forgot em, how now? 

Villain, which be thoſe Archers? 
Enter the Suiters, Sir Andrew Tipſtaffe, Sir Oliver 
Muck-hill, and Penny-Dub. 

Frail. Why, do you not ſee em before you? are not 
theſe Archers, what do you call em Shooters? Shooters 
and Archers are all one, I hope. 

Ma. Out ignorant Slave. | 

Muck, Nay, pray be patient Lady, 

We come in way of honourable Love. 

Tipſt. Dub. We do. 

Muck. To you. \ 

Tipſt. Dub. And to your Daughters, h 

Wid. O why will you offer me this, Gentlemen? indeed 
I will not look upon you; when the Tears are ſcarce out of 
mine Eyes, not yet waſh'd off from my Cheeks, and my dear 
Husband's Body ſcarce ſo cold as the Coffin, what reaſon 
have you to offer it? I am not like ſome. of your Widows 
that will bury one in the Rvening, and be ſure to another 
e er Morning; pray away, pray take your Anſwers. Food 

Ff 4 Moll. 
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marry; and fo have my Daughters too! hi 
Dub. Ay, two of you have, but the third's a good Wench! 
Much. Lady, a ſhrewd Anſwer marry; the beſt is, tis 
but the firſt, and he's a blunt Wooer, that will leave for one 
ſharp Anſwer. — | * 
Tipſt. Where be your Daughters, Lady, I hope they'll 
give us better Encouragements?  —» | 
Wid. Indeed they'll anſwer .you ſo, take't a my word 
they'll give you the very ſame anſwer Verbatim, truly la. 
Dub. Mum; Molls a good Wench ſtill, 'T know what 
ſhell do? | » 6-468 
Muck. Well, Lady, for this time we'll take our leaves 
hoping for better comfort. | | 


Mid. O never, never; and I live theſe thouſand Years; | 


and you be good Knights, do not hope; *twill be all Vain, 
Vain, look you put off all your Suits, and you come 
to me again. 

Frail. Put off all their Suits, quotha? ay, that's the beſt 
wooing of a Widow indeed, when a Man's Nonſuted, that 
is, when he's a-bed with her. | 

| [ Going out Muckhil and Sir Godfrey. 

Muck, Sir Godfrey, here's twenty Angels more, work 
hard for me; there's life in't yet. Exit Muckhil. 

Sir God. Fear not Sir Oliver Muchhil, I'll ſtick cloſe for 
you, leave all with me. 

Enter George Pye-boord the Scholar. 

Pye. By your leave, Lady Widow. 

Mid. What another Suiter now? 

Pye. A Suiter, no, I proteſt; Lady, if you'd give me 
your ſelf, I'd not be troubled with you. 

Mid. — you ſo, Sir, then you're the better welcome, 

ir. | 
Pye. Nay, Heav'n bleſs me from a Widow, unleſs I were 
ſure to bury her ſpeedily ! | 

Wid. Good bluntneſs; well, your Buſineſs, Sir? 

Pye. Very needful; if you were in private once. 

Wid. Needful? Brother, pray leave us ; an you, Sir, 

Frail. I ſhould laugh now, if this blunt Fellow ſhould put 
je the Stirrop, and vault into the Saddle himſelf, 
a Trick, ___ [Exie Frailty. 
Enter 


8 


Knights, and you be ſweet Knights, I have vow'd never to 


the Widow of Watling-ſtreet. 3203 
7 Enter Daugliern. 

Wid. Now, Sir? — here's none but we Daughters 
forbear. — eee 1. * 

Pye, O no, pray let em ſtay, for what I have to ſpeak 
importeth equally to them as you. 7010 

Mid. Then you may ſtay. 

Pye. I pray beſtow on me a ſerious Ear, 

For what I ſpeak is full of weight and fear. 

Ma. Rear 29553 d gone es : 

Pye. Ay, if't paſs unregarded, and uneffected, 

Elſe: peace and joy; =I pray Attention. 

Widow, I have been a meer Stranger for theſe Parrs that 

you live in, nor did I ever know the Husband of you, and 

Father of them, but I truly know by certain ſpiritual In- 

telligence, that he is in Purgatory. | 

Mid. Purgatory ? tuh; that word deſerves to be ſpit 
upon; I wonder that a Man of ſober Tongue, as you ſeem 
— be, ſhould have the Folly to believe there's ſuch a 
place. 

Pye. Well, Lady, in cold Blood I ſpeak it, I aſſure you 
that there is a Purgatory, in which place I know your Huf- 
band to reſide, and wherein he is like to remain, till the 
diſſolution of the World, till the laſt general Bonfire; when 
all the Earth ſhall melt into nothing, and the Seas ſcald 
their finny Labourers; ſo long is his abidance, unleſs you 
alter the property of your purpoſe, together with each of 
your Daughters theirs, that is, the purpoſe of ſingle Life in 
your ſelf and your eldeſt Daughter, and the ſpeedy deter- 
mination of Marriage in your youngeſt. 

; Moll. How knows he that? what, has ſome Devil told 
im? n | 
Mid. Strange he ſhould know our Thoughts 

Why but Daughter, have you purpos'd ſpeedy Marriage? 
Pye. You ſee ſhe tells you ay, ſhe ſays nothing. 

Nay, give me credit as you pleaſe, I am a ſtranger to you, 

and yet you fee I know your Determinations, which muſt 

come to me metaphyſically, and by a ſuper- natural Intelli- 
ence. 1 | 

Mid. This puts amazement on me. 

Fran. Know our Secrets? 


Moll. 


| - Had dropt out when he blab d it. 
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Mol. I'd thought to ſteal. a Marriage, would his Tongue 


Mid. But, Sir, my Husband was too honeſt a dealing Man, 
to be now in any Purgatofles —— | 
pre. O do not load your Conſcience with untruths, 
"Tis but meer folly now to gild 'em o'er; | 
That has paſt but for Copper; Praiſes here, 
Cannot unbind him there: confeſs but truth, 


I know he got his Wealth with a hard gripe: fl 
Oh hardly, hardly. | | 4 
Mid. This is moſt ſtrange of all, how knows he that? 
Pye. He would eat Fools and ignorant Heirs clean up; F 
And had his drink fiom many a poor Man's brow, 1 
Even as their labour brew'd it. 
He would ſcrape Riches to him moſt unjuſtly; 8 
The very dirt between his Nails was ill got; 
And not his own, — oh 
I groan to ſpeak on't, the thought makes me ſhudder . 
Shudder !- 3 N 
Mid. It quakes me too, now I think ont Sir, I am 
much griev'd, that you a Stranger, ſhould fo deeply wrong , 
my dead Husband ! a . 
Pye. Oh! | * 
Wid. A Man that would keep Church ſo duly; riſe. ear- f 
ly before his Servants, and e'en for Religious haſte, go un- 
garter d, unbutton'd, nay Sir Reverence untruſt, to Mor- 4 
ning Prayer ? Ke. b 
Pye. Oh uff. OI 
Mid. Dine quickly upon High- days, and when I had great 
Gueſts, would &en ſhame me, and riſe from the Table, to c 
get a good Seat at an Afternoon- Sermon. A | 
Pye. There's the Devil, there's the Devil, true, he thought M 
it Sanctity enough, if he had kill'd a Man, ſo t ad been done 1 
in a Pue, or undone his Neighbour, ſo't'ad been near enough : 
to the Preacher. Oh! — a Sermon's a fine ſhort Cloak of N 
an Hour long, and will hide the upper patt of a Diſſembler.— W - 
Church, ay, he ſeem'd all Church, and his Conſcience was N 
as hard as the Pulpit. | | f 


Wid. I can no more endure this. 
Pye, Nor I. Widow, endure to flatter, 
Nad. Is this all your buſineſs with me? 


ul Ze, No, Lady, cis but the indoction tot, Fas © 


an, 
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You may believe my ſtrains, I ftrike all true. J 
And if your Confeience would teap p to your Tongue, your 
ſelf would affirm it, and that you 
things to come, as well as 1 do of what is preſent; a Brother 
of your Husband's ſhall ſhortly have 4 loſs. * 
b 1 A loſs? matry Heaven forefend, Sir Godfrey, my Bro- 
ther 2 14 * | 
Pie. Nay, keep in your wondefs, till I have told you 
the Fottunes of you all; which are more fearſul, if not hap- 
pily prevented, — | 
there be not once this Day ſome Blood-ſhed before your 
Door, whereof the humane Creature dyes, of you two the 
eldeſt ſhalt run Mad. A. 
Mid. and Fran, Oh! 
Moll. That's not I yet. 1 "159 
Pye. And with moſt impudent proſtitution, ſhow your 
naked Bodies to the view of all beholdets. +3 
Mid. Our naked Bodies? fie for ſhame. 
Pye. Attend me, 
And your younger Daughter be flrhcken Dumb. 
Moll. Dumb? out, alas; *tis the work pain of all for a 
Woman, I'd rather be Mad, or run Naked, or any thing. 
Dumb? | | 
Pie. Give Eat: E'er the Evening fall upon Hill, Bog, 
and Meadow, this my Speech ſhall have paſt Probation, and 
then ſhall I be believ'd accotdingly. ; 
Md. If this be true, we are all ſam'd, all undone. 


Moll. Dumb? IN ſpeik as much a5 ever I can poſſible be- 


fore Evening. 

Pye. But if it fo come to paſs (as for your fair fakes I 
wiſh it may) that this preſage of your ſtratige Fortunes be 
prevented by that accident of Death and Bleod-ſhedding, 
which I befote told you of; take heed upon your Lives, 
that two of you which have yow'd never to marry, ſeek 
out Husbatds with all preſent ſpeed, and you the third, that 
have ſuch a deſire to out-ſtrip Chaſtity, look you meddle 
not with a Husband. 

Moll. A double Torment. 

Pye. The bteach of this keeps your Father in Purga- 
tory, and the puniſhments that ſhall follow you in this 


for your part and your Daughters, if 


World, 


all perceive I know Gf 


[ 
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— would with horror kill the Ear ſhould hear em re: 
lated. ' moe M 7 1335 
Md. Marry? Why I vow'd never to marry. 
Fra. And ſo did J. * „ 8. 

Moll. And I vow'd never to be ſuch an Aſs, but to mar- 
ry. What a croſs Fortune's this? 2 

Pye. Ladies, though I be a Fortune-teller, I cannot 
better Fortunes, you have em from me as they are re- 
veal'd to me : I would they were to your Tempers, and 
Fellows with your Bloods; that's all the bitterneſs I would 


| Jy Ou. , th 
Mad. O! tis a guſt vengeance, for my Husband's hard WD 
pPurchaſes. | rit 


Pye. I wiſh you to bethink your ſelves, and leaye em. 

Ma. I'll to Sir Godfrey, my Brother, and acquaint him 
with theſe fearful preſages. | | 
Fran. For, Mother, they portend loſles to him. 

Mid. O ay, they do, they do; 
If any happy iſſue crown thy words, 
T will reward thy cunning. Exit Wid. and Fran. 

Pye. *Tis'enough, Lady, I wiſh no higher, 
oll. Dumb? and not marry? worſe; 
Neither to ſpeak, nar kiſs, a double curle, [ Exit. 

Pye. So, all this comes well about yet, I play the For- 
tune - teller, as well as if I had had a Witch to my Gran- 
nam: for by good happineſs, being in my Hoſteſſes Gar. 
den, which neighbours the Orchard of the Widow, I laid 
the hole of mine Ear to a hole in the Wall, and heard 'em 
make theſe vows, and ſpeak thoſe words, upon which I 
wrought theſe advantages; and to encourage my Forgery 
the more, I may now perceive in em a natural ſimplicity {MW co 
which will eaſily ſwallow an abuſe, if any covering be 
over it: and to confirm my former preſage to the Wi- on 
dow, I have advisd old Peter Skirmiſb the Soldier, to 
hurt Corporal Oath upon the Leg, and in that hurry III he 
ruſh amongſt em, and inſtead of giving the Corporal 
ſome Cordial to comfort him, I'll pour into his Mouth a 
Potion of a ſleepy Nature, and make him ſeem as dead; 
for the which the old Soldier-being apprehended, and 
ready to be born to Execution, I'll ſtep in, and take upon 
me the Cure of the dead Man, upon pain of dying the 

yy 1 con- 
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re: Nondemned's death: the Corporal will wake at his Minute, 
hen the ſleepy force hath wrought it ſelf, and fo ſhall I 
get my ſelf into a moſt admir'd Opinion, and under the pre- 
ext of that cunning, beguile as I ſee occaſion: and if that 


fooliſh Nicholas St. Autlings keep true time with the Chain, 
y Plot will be ſound, the Captain deliver'd, and my Wits 


ot applauded amongſt Scholars and Soldiers for ever. — 
e- Wy Exit Pye-boord. 
d Enter Nicholas St. Antlings, with the Chain. 


Nich. O, I have found an excellent advantage to take away 
the Chain, my Maſter put it off een now, to ſay on a new 
Doublet, and I ſneakt it away by little and little, moſt Pu- 
ritanically ! we ſhall have good ſport anon when he has miſs d 
it, about my Couſin the Conjurer; the World ſhall ſee Im 
an honeſt Man of my word, for now I'm: going to hang it 
between Heaven and Earthamong the Roſemary-branches. 

64-20 T3449] [Exit Nich. 


— 


Ener Simon St. Mary- Overies -und Frailty. 


Frail. CIrrah, Simon St. Mary-Overies, my Miſtreſs ſends 
JI away all her Suiters, and puts Fleas in their Ears. 
Sim. Frailty, ſhe does like an honeſt, chaſt, and virtuous 
Woman; for Widows ought not to wallow in the puddle of 
Iniquity. 1 wy 1 I 1 
Frail. Vet, Simon, many Widows will do't, whatſoe er 
comes on't. F 
Sim. True, Frailty, their filthy Fleſh defires a Conjuncti- 
on Copulative; what Strangers are within, Frailty ? 

Frail. There's none, Simon; but Maſter Pilfer the Taylor: 
he's above with Sir Godfrey, praiſing of a Doublet: and E 
muſt trudge anon to fetch Maſter Suds the Barber. 

Sim. Maſter Sud's a good Man, he waſhes the fins of the 
Beard clean, 

: Enter old Skirmiſh the Soldier. 

Stir. How now, Creatures? what's a Clock? 

Frail, Why, do you take us to be Fack at the Clock: Houſe ? 


Ser. 


= 
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bir. I ſay again to yon, whet's a Clock 3 tc an 
S. Truly Is we brake Clethatour Coney, al 
- worldly Clocks we — go falſe, 4 are ſet by drunken 

Sextons. 

Kir. Then achati a Clock in _ Conſcignee?,—1Q, 
Febuſtonedk off, here comes the cr nmr 
hat's a Clock 4 


Enter Cagenale 
Corp. A Clock why paſt ſenenteen. 
Frail. Paſt ſeventeenꝰ gay, bas met wich his march now, 
Corporal Oarh will fit him. 
Sir. Thou daſt notbawk oer bali me, doſt thou? I am 
a Soldier paſt ſeventeen? 

Corp. Ay, thou art not angry Sick Figures, art thou? 
I will prove it unto thee, 12 and 1 is thisteen, I hope, 2 
fourteen, 3 fifteen, 4 ſixteen, and 5 ſeventeen, then pat 
ſeventeen, I will take the Dial's part in a juſt Cauſe, 

Skir, I ſay *tis but paſt five then. 
Corp. 1'll ſwear 'tis paft ſeventeen then: doſt thou not 
know Numbers? canſt thou nat caſt? 
Sir. Caſt? doſt thou ſpeak of my caſting i'th ſtreet? 
[ Draw. 


SS OSO 


Corp. Ay, and ir the Market - place. 
Sim, Clubs, Clubs, Clubs. [Simon runs in, 
(Frail, Ay, I knew by their ſhuffling, Clubs would be 
Trump : Maſs here's che Knave, and che can wy «ny 8000 
rk em: Clubs, Clubs, Clubs, | 
Enter Pycsboord. | 
- Capt, O Villain, thou haſt open'd a Vein in my 1405 
Nye. How now? for ſhame, for ſhame, put up, put up. no 
Capt. By yon blue Welkin, twas out t of my patt, George, 


F 
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to be hurt on the Leg. "” he 
Enter Officers.) 180 ni. 
I Pye. Oh, peace nou—4. have 2 Cordial here to com-: 
1 fort thee. 


FE: Off Down with 'em, downwinh em, | lay Hands uponthe 
illain. 2 2 


Skir. Lay Hands on me? 


„ 
Pye. I'll not be ſeen among em now. | 
| Capt. I'm hurt, and had more need have Surgeons ye 
] Lay Hands upon me, than rough Officers. 1 bo 
5 / 0 - 


the N dow of Matling⸗ ſtreet. | 1 95. | 
Of. Go, him to be dreſs d then: | 
hus mutinous Soldier ſhall long with me to Priſons. 
Skir. To Priſon? where's George ? 
Off. Away with him. | [Exeumt with Sur. 
Pye. So, | 
All lig hrs as I would wiſh, 0 ama Widow, 
Will . me ſtrongly now in her belief, 
And wonder at the virtue of my words: 
For the event turns theſe preſages from em, 
Of being mad and dumb, and begets joy 
Mingled with admiration: theſe empty Creatures, 
Soldier and Corporal, were but ordain d 

As inſtruments for me to work upon. 
Now to my Patient, here's his Potion | Exit Pyeboord. 
Enter the Widow with her o Daughter. 

Mid. O wondrous happineſs, beyond our thoughts! 
O lucky fair event! I think our Fortunes 
Were bleſt een in our Cradles: we are quitted 
Of all thoſe ſhameful violent preſages 
By this raſh bleeding chance: go, Far run, and know 
Whether he be yer living, or yet de 
That here before my Door receiv'd his hurt. 
Frail. Madam, he was carried to the Superior, dut if he 
had no Mony when he came there, I warrant he's dead by 
this time. Exit Frailty. 
Fran. Sure that Man i is a rare Fortune- teller, never lookt 
upon our Hands, nor upon any mark about us, 4 woridrous 
Fellow ſurely. 
Mall. I am glad Thave the uſe of my Tongue yet, cho of 
nothing elſe. I 1 find the way to marry too, I hope ſhortly. 
Had. O where's my Brother Sir Godfrey, I would he were 
here, that I might relate to him how prophetically the cun- 
ning Gentleman ſpoke in all things. 
Enter Sir Godfrey in à rage. 


where be theſe Villains Varlets? 
Wid. Oh, he'as loft his Chain. 
0 Sir God. My Chain, my Chain. 

Mid. Brother, be patient, hear me ſpeak, you know [told 
you that a Cunning-man told me, that you ſhould have 2 
lots, and he has Propheſied fo true, 


Sir God. O my Chain, my Chain, I have loft wy Chain, N 


Si 
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Sir God. Out, he's a Villain to propheſie of the loſs of my 
1. Chain, 'twas worth above three hundred Crowns, beſides 
" ”rwas my Father's, my Father's Father's, my Grandfather's 1 
huge Grandfather's : I bad as lief ha loſt my Neck, as the 
Chain that hung about it. O my Chain, my Chain. 
Mid. Oh, Brother, who can be againſt a urge, "ris ſt 
happy * twas no more. W 
Sir Ged. No more! O poodly godly Siſter, would you 
had me loſt more? my beſt Gown too, with the Cab of hi 
| © Gold-Lacez my Holiday n. and oo Jerkin {ct with 
Pearl ? no more! 
Ma. Oh, Brother, you can read * 
Sir God, But I candot read 2 my Chain is: -whar 
— have been here? you let in Strangers, Thieves, 
and Catch-poles: how comes it gone? there was none above 
with me but my Taylor, and my Tayles 2 _—— en 
I hope ? | | 
Moll. No, he's afraid. of a Sie : 19 7 N ' 
Enter Frailtx. | fo 
Mad. How now, Sirrah? the news? hn 
Frail. O, Miſtreſs, he may well be call'd a Corporal 
now, for his Corps are as dead as a cold Capon's? ?: 
Mad. More happineſs. .. - 
Sir God. Sirrah, what's this to my Chain? where's my 
Chain, Knave? 
: + Frail, Your Chain, Sir? 
Sir God, My Chain is loſt, Villain. - - 
Frail, I _—_— he were hang'd in Chains that has it chen 
for me: Alas, Sir, I ſaw none of your Chain lance: you were 


hung with it your ſelf, - lo 
Sir God, Out Varlet; it had full three chouland Links, I Cc 
have oft told it over at my Prayer: Is 
Over and over, full three thouſand Links. it m 
Frail. Had it ſo, Sir, ſure it cannot be loſt then; vl "ous hi 
ou in that comfort. E234 
Sir God, Why? why? fo 
Frail. Why if your Chain had ſo miny Links, i it cannot to 
chuſe but come to light. | h 
Enter Nicholas. * pe 
2 God. Deluſion. Now, long Nicholas, where is my S1 
Chain? 


Nich. 


4 
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Mb. Why about your Neck, is't not, Sir? 
Sir God. Ane my Neck, Varlet? my 3 is loſt, 
Tis ſtoll'n away, I — r 

Mad. Nays Brother, ſhow your («lf a Man. 

Nich. If it be loſt or ſtole, if he would be patient, Mi. 
ſtreſs, I could bring him to a cunning Kinſman of mine that 
would fetch it — with a Sefarara. 

: Sir God. Caaſt thou? 3 be patient, ay, where dwells 

22 10.) 1 

Nich. * en, now, "Sim. where he would not 
dwell, and he could chuſe, in the Mar ſhalſea, Sir; but he's 
an excellent Fellow if he were out: h'as travell'd all the 
World oer, he, and been in the ſeven and twenty Provinces: 
why, he would make it be fecht, Sir, if it were rid a thou- 

ſand Mile out of Town. | 

Sir God. An admirable Fellow, what lies he ＋ 

Nich. Why, he did but rob a Steward of ten Groats 
- 'other Night, as any Man would ha done, and there he lies 
or't, 

Sir God, I'll make his peace, 
A trifle, I'll get his pardon, 


Beſides a bountiful reward, I'll about it, 
But fee the Clerks, the Juſtice will do much; 


J will about it ſtraight, good Siſter pardon me, 
All will be well I hope, and turn to good. 
The name of Conjurer has laid my Blood. . 4 Exennt. 


Enter Puttock and Ravenſhaw, two Serjeants, with Teoman 


Dogſon, to arreſt George Pye-boord. 

Put. His Hoſteſs where he lies will truſt him no 
longer, ſhe hath feed me to arreſt him; if you will ac- 
company me, becauſe I know not of what nature the 
Scholar is, whether deſperate or ſwift, you ſhall ſhare with 
4 Serjeant aue l have the good Angel to arreſt 


Rav. Troth Ill take part with thee then, Serjeant, not 
for the ſake of the Mony ſo much, as for the hate I bear 
to a Scholar. Why, Serjeant, tis natural in us you know to 
hate Scholars; natural beſides, they will publiſh our Im- 
— Kaaveries, and Conveyances upon Scaffolds and 

tages. 

Put. Ay, and ſpightfully too; troth I have wondred how 
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tte Slaves could ſee into our Breaſts ſo much, when our Doub: 
lets are button'd with Pewter. 
"Rav. Ay, and fo cloſe without yielding: oh, they're par- 
lous Fellows, they. will ſearch more with their Wits, than a 
. Conſtable with his Officers. ; 
Put. Whiſt, whiſt, whiſt, Yeoman Degſon, Yeoman 
Dogſon. 
| Dog, Ha? what ſays gien 
Put. Is he in the Tochecaries Shop till? 
Dog. Ay, ay. 
Put. Have an Eye, bave an E e. 
- Rav. The beſt is, Serjeant, if he be a true Scholar, he 
wears no Weapon I think. 
Put. No, no, he wears no Weapon. 
. Rav. Maſs, I am right glad of that: thas put me in bet- 
ter Heart: nay, if I clutch him once, let me alone to drag 
him if he be ſtiff-Necked; I have been one of the fix my 
ſelf, that has dragg'd as tall Men of their Hands, when cheir 
Weapons have been gone, as ever Baſtinado'd a Serjeant—— 
I have done I can tell you. 
Dog. Serjeant Pmttock, Serjeant Pattock. 
Put. Hoh. 
Dog. He's coming out ſingle. 


let him play a little, we Il jerk him up of a ſudden, I ha filh'd 
Rav. Ay, and caught many a Fool, Serjeant. 
Enter Pye-boord. 
Pye. I parted now. from Nicholas : the Chain's couch'd, 
— — old Knight has ſpent his rage upon't, 


For cunning Art: mongſt joys, I'm &en loſt, 
For my device can no way now be cr 
And now I muſt to Priſon to the — and there 
Put. I arreſt you, Sir. 
0 Pye: Oh-— I ſpoke truer than I was aware, I muſt to 
| * Prifon.indeed, 

Put. They in you're 2 Scholar, nay Sir — Yeoman 
Dogſon, have care to his Arms——you'll rail againſt Serjeants, 
and ſtage em, you tickle their Vices. 

a Nay, uſe me like a Gentleman, Im little leſs, 


PR. 


Put. Peace, peace, be not too greedy, let him play a little, 


The Widow holds me in great admiration * 
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Put. You a Gentleman? that's. a good Jeſt i' faith; can a 
Scholar be a Gentleman —— when a Gentleman will not be 
a Scholar; look upon your wealthy Citizens Sons, he- 


ther they be Scholars or no, that are Gentlemen by their 
Fathers Trades: a Scholar a Gentleman! | 

| Pye. Nay, let Fortune drive all her ſtings into me, ſhe 
cannot hurt that in me, a Gentleman, Accidens inſeparabile 


to my Blood. | | 
Rav. A rablement, nay, you ſhall have a bloody rablement 


upon you I warrant you. | 
Put. Go, Yeoman Dogſon, before, and enter the Action 
'th* Counter. [ Exit Dog, 
Pye. Pray do not handle me cruelly, I'll go | 
Whither you pleaſe to have me. | 
Put. Oh, he's tame, let him looſe Serjeant. 
Pye. Pray at whoſe Suit is this? | 
Pur. Why, at your Hoſteſſes Suit where you lye, Miſtreſs 
Canniburrow, for Bed and Board, the Sum four Pound five 
Shillings and five Pence. | 
Pye. I know the Sum too true, yet I preſum'd 
Upon a farther day; well, tis my Stars: 
And I muſt bear it now, though never harder. 
I ſwear now, my device is croſt indeed. | 
Captain mult lye by't: this is Deceit's ſeed; 
Put. Come, come away. | 1 
Pye. Pray give me ſo much time as to knit my Garter, and 
III away with you. 3 
Put. Well, we muſt be paid for this waiting upon you, 
this is no pains to attend tus | Making to tie his Garter. 
Pye. I am now wretched and miſerable, I ſhall ne'er 
recover of this Diſeaſe : hot Iron gnaw their Fiſts : they 
have ſtruck a Fever into my Shoulder, which I ſhall ne&er 
ſhake out again I fear me, till with a true Habeas Corpus 
the Sexton remove me; oh if I take Priſon once, I ſhall be 
preſs'd to death with Actions, but not ſo happy as ſpeedily 3 
perhaps I may be forty Year a prefling till I be a thin old 
Man, that looking through the Grates; Men may look 
through me; all my Means is confounded, what ſhall L 
do? has my Wits ſerved me ſo long, and now give me the 
{lip (like a train'd Servant) when I have moſt need of 
em: no Device te keep my poor Carcaſe from theſe Puts 
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" rocks? —— yes, happineſs, have T a Paper about me now? 


yes too, Pll try it, it may hit, Extremity is Touch. ſtone un- 


to Wit, ay, ay. 
Put. Sſoot how many yards are in thy Garters, that thou 
art ſo long a tying on them? come away, Sir. ro 

Pye. Troth Serjcant, I proteſt, you could never ha took 

me at a worſe time, for now at this inſtant J have no law- 
ful Picture about me. | 

Put. Slid how ſhall we come by our Fees then? 

Rav. We muſt have Fees, Sirrah. | 

Pye, I could have wifh'd i'faith, that you had took me 


half an Hour hence for your own fake, for I proteſt if you 


had not croſs d me, I was going in great joy to receive five 


Pound of a Gentleman, for the Device of a Mask here, 
drawn in this Paper, but now, come, I muſt be contented, 
tis but ſo much loſt, and anſwerable to the reſt of my 
Fortunes. 

Put. Why, how far hence dwells that Gentleman? 

Rav. Ay, well ſaid Serjeant, tis good to caſt about for 
Mony. 

Put. Speak, if it be not far —— — 

Pye. We are but a little paſt it, the next Street behind 
us. 

Put. Slid we have waited upon you grievouſly already, 
if you'll ſay you'll be liberal when you ha't, give us double 
Fees, and ſpend upon's, why we'll ſhow you that kindneſs, 
and go along with you to the Gentleman. 

' Rav. Ay, well ſaid ſtill, Serjeant, urge that. 

Pye. Troth if it will ſuffice, it ſhalf all be among you, 
for my part I'll not pocket a Penny, my Hoſteſs ſhall have 
her four Pound five Shillings, and bate me the five Pence, 
and the other fifteen Shillings 1'1l ſpend upon you. 

Rav. Why, now thou art a good Scholar. 

Put. An excellent Scholar i faith; has proceeded very well 

alate; come, we'll along with you. | | 
| Exeunt with him; paſſing in, they knock at 
i the Door with a Knocker withinſide. 

Ser. Who knocks, who's at Door? we had need of a 
Porter. | 
Pye. A few Friends here, — pray is the Gentleman your 
Maſter within "0 TAE» 


Ser- 
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Ser. Yes, is your bufineſs to him ? | 

Pye. Ay, he knows it, when he ſees me: 
I pray you, have you forgot me? 

Ser. Ay by my troth, Sir, pray come near, I'll in and 
tell him of you, pleaſe you to walk here in the Gallery till 
he comes. 

Pye; We will attend his Worſhip, — Worſhip I think, 
for ſo much the Poſts at his Door ſhould ſignifie, and the 
fair coming in, and the Wicket, elſe I neither knew him nor 


his Wo: ſhip, but tis happineſs he is within Doors, "what 


ſoe er he be, if he be not too much a formal Citizen, he may 
do me good: Serjeant and Yeoman, how do you like this 
Houſe, ist not moſt wholſomely plotted? = 

Rav. Troth Priſoner; an exceeding fine Houſe, 

Pye. Vet I wonder how he ſhould forget me, for he ne er 
knew me: No matter, what is forgot in you, will be re- 
membred in your Maſter. | 
A pretty comfortable Room this methinks: 

You have no ſuch Rooms in Priſon now ? 

Put. Oh, Dog - boles to't. 

Pye. Dog - holes indeed I can tell you I have great 
hope to have ny Chamber here ſhortly, nay, and Dyet too, 
for he's the moſt free-heartedſt Gentleman where he takes : 
you would little think it. And what a fineGallery were here 
for me to walk and ſtudy, and make Verſes} 

Pat. O, it ſtands pleaſantly for a Scholar. 

| Enter Gentleman. he 
Pye. Look what Maps, and Pictures, and Devices, and 
things, neatly, delicately ? Maſs here he comes, he ſhould 
be a Gentleman, I like his Beard well; — All happineſs to 
your Worſhip. 

Gent, You're kindly welcome, Sir. 

Put. A (imple ſalutation. 

How Maſs, it ſeems the Gentleman makes great account 
of him. | | 

Gent. I have the thing here for you, Sir. | 

Pye. I beſeech you, conceal me, Sir, I'm undone elſe. 
I have the Mask here for you, Sir, Look you, Sir, —T be- 
ſeech your Worſhip, firſt pardon my rudeneſs, for my 
extreams make me bolder than I would be; I am a poor 
Gentleman, and a Scholar, and now moſt unfortunately 
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en into the hands of unmerciful Officers, arreſted for 
Debt, which though ſmall, I am not able to compaſs, by 
reaſon I'm deſtitute of Lands, Mony, and Friends, ſo that 
if I fall into the hungry . ſwallow of the Priſon, I am like 
utterly to periſh, and with Fees and Extortions be pinch'd 
clean to the Bone: Now, if ever pity had intereſt in the 
Blood of a Gentleman, I beſeech you vouchſafe but to 
favour that means of my eſcape, which I have already | 
thought upon, | | 
Gent. Go forward. 

Put. I warrant he likes it rarely. | 

Pye. In the plunge of my Extremities, being giddy, and 
doubtful what to do; at laſt it was put in my labouring 
thoughts, to make a happy uſe of this Paper, and to blear 
their unletter'd Eyes, I toſd them there was a Device for a 
Mask drawn in't, and that (but for their interception) I was 
going to a Gentleman to receive my reward for't: they greedy 
at this word, and hoping to make purchaſe of me, offer'd 
their attendance to go along with me, my hap was to make 
bold with, your Door, Sir, which my thoughts ſhew'd me 
the moſt faireſt and comfortableſt entrance, and I hope I have 
happened right upon Underſtanding, and Pity : may it pleaſe 
your good Worſhip then but to uphold my Device, which 
is to let one of your Men put me out at a Back-door, and 
J ſhall be bound to your Worſhip for ever. 

Gent. By my troth an excellent Device. 
: 5 An excellent Device, he ſays; he likes it wonder- 
fully. | 

Gent. A my faith, I never heard a better. 
Raven, Hark, he ſwears he never heard a better, Ser- 
jeant. | 

Pat. O, there's no talk on't, he's an excellent Scholar, and 
eſpecially for a Mask, 

Gent. Give me your Paper, your Device; I was never 
better pleas'd in all my Life: good Wit, brave Wit, finely 
wrought, come in, Sir, and receive your Mony, Sir. 

Pye. III follow your good Worſhip, — - 
You heard how he lik'd it now? | 
Put. Puh, we know he could not chuſe but like it: go 
thy ways, thou art a fine witty Fellow i' faith, thou ſhalt 
Piſcourſe it to us at the Tavern anon, wilt thou? 


Pye. 
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. Pye, Ay, ay, that I will, — look, Serjeants, here zre 
Maps, and pretty Toys, be doing in the mean time, I ſhall - 

quickly have told out the Mony, you know. ; 

Put. Go, go, little Villaiv, fetch thy chiok, I begin to 
love thee, I'll be drunk to Night in thy company. 

Pye. T his Gentleman I may well call a part 
Of my Salvation, in theſe earthly; evils, RF Fa | 
For he has ſav'd me from three hungry Devils. Exit Pye: 

Put. Sirrah Serjeant, theſe Maps are pretty painted things, 
but I could ne'er fancy them yet, methinks they're too bu» 
fie, and full of Circles and Conjurations; they ſay all the 
World's in one of them, but I could ne&er find the Counter 
in the Poultry. | 3 

Rav. I think ſo : how could you find it? for you know 
it ſtands behind the Houſes, _ WW - 

Dog. Maſs, that's true, then we muſt look o'th' back-ſide 
for't : sfoot here's nothing, all's bare. 15 

Rav. I warrant thee that ſtands for the Counter, for you 
know there's a company of bare Fellows there. 8 

Put. Faith like enough, Serjeant, I never mark'd ſo much 
before. Sirrah Serjeant, and Veoman, I ſhould love theſe 
Maps out a cry now, if we could ſee Men peep out of Door 
in 'em, oh, we might have em in-a Morning to our Break- 
faſt ſo finely, and ne'er knock our Heels to the ground a whole 
Day for em. * | 52.009 

Rav. Ay marry Sir, I'd buy one my ſelf. 
But this talk is by the way, where ſhall's Sup to Night: 
- Five Pound receiv'd, let's talk of that. Sec | 
I have a trick worth all, you two ſhall bear him to th* Ta- 
vern, whilſt I go cloſe with his Hoſteſs, and work out of her, 
Iknow ſhe would be glad of the Sum, to finger Mony; be- 
cauſe ſhe knows tis but a deſperate Debt, and full of hazard: 
what will you ſay if I bring it to paſs, that the Hoſteſs ſhall 
be contented with one half for all, and we to ſhare t'other 
fifty Shillings, Bullies? | 5 

Put. Why, I would call thee King of Serjeants, and 
thou ſhould'ſt be Chronicled in the Counter- Book for 
ever. | | 

Rav. Well, put it to me, we'll make a Night on't 
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Dog. "Shoot; I think he receives more , he ſtays ſo 


long. 
| He tarrys long deed; may be, I can tell you, up- 


on the good liking ont the Gentleman may prove more 


bountiful. 
Rav. That would be rare, we'll ſearch him. 
Put. Nay, be ſure of i ir, well ſearch him, and make him 
light * 
Euter the Gentleman. 
| Rav. Oh, here comes the Gentle man, -- By your leave, Sir. 
Gent. N 17 Jen god den Sits, - would you ſpeak with 
me? 
Put. No, not with your Worſhip, Sir; only we are bold 
to ſhy for à Friend of ours that went in with your Worſhip, 
Gent. Who? not the Scholar? 
Put. Yes, Cen he, an it pleaſe your Worſhip. 
Sent. Did he make you ſtay for him? he did you wrong 
then: why, I can aſſure you he's gone above an Hour ago, 
Rav. How, Sir? | 
Gent. I paid him his Mony, 2 * Man told me he went 
our at Back-door. | 
Put. Back-door? 
Gent, Why, what's the matter ? Wl 
Put. He was our Prifoner, Sir, we did irreſt bim. 
Gent. What he was not? you the Sheriff's Officer 
you were to blame then, | 
Why did not you make known to me as much; 
I could have kept him for you, I proteſt, 
He receiv'd all of me in Britain Gold, 
Of the laſt Coyning. 
| Rav. Vengeance dog him with't. 9 
Pat. *Sfoot has he gull'd us ſo? 
Dog. Where ſhall we ſup now, Serjeants? 
Put. Sup, Simon, now, eat Porridge for a Month. 
Well, we cannot impute it to any lack of good will in your 
Worſhip, — you did but as another would have done, twas 
our hard Fortunes to miſs the Purchaſe, but if &er we clutch 
him ag in, the Counter ſhall charm him. 
Rau. The Hole ſhall rot him, 


Dog. Amen. | [ Exennt. 
Gent. So, 


Vex 


in 


T 
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Vex out your Lungs without Doors, I am proud, 

It was my hap to help him, it ſell fit, 

He went not empty neither for his Wit: 

Alas, poor Wretch, I could not blame his Brain, 

To labour his Delivery, to be free, 

From their unpitying fangs. 'm glad it ſtood _ 

Within my power to do a Scholar good. Exit. 

Enter in the Priſon, meeting, Pye- boord and Cain, Pye- 
boord coming in muſſled. 

Capt. How now, who's that? what are you? 

Pye. The ſame that I ſhould be, Captain. 

Capt. Geore Pye. boord, honeſt George? why cam'ſt thou 
in half fac'd, muffled (0? 

Pye. Oh C aptain, Wes" we ſhould ne'er ha laugh 
again, never ſpent froh&K Hour gan 
Capt. Why? why3 

| Pye. I coming to prepare thee, and with News 
As happy as thy quick Delivery, 

Was trac'd out by the ſcent, arreſted, Captain. 

Capt. Arreſted, George? 

Pye. Arreſted; "gueſs, oueſs, how ay Dogs do you _ 
I'd upon me? 

Capt. Dogs? I ſay, I know not. 

Pye. Almoſt as many as George Stone the Bear: : 

Three at once, three at once. 
Capt. How didſt thou ſhake em off then? | | 
Pye. The time is buſie, and calls upon our Wits, let it 
ſuffice, * 
Here I ſtand ſafe, and ſcap'd by Miracle: r 
Some other Hour ſhall tell thee, when we'll ſteep 
Our Eyes in laughter: Captain, my device 
Learns to thy Happineſs, for e&'er the Day 
Be ſpent to th* Girdle, thou ſhalt be free: 
The Corporal's in's firſt ſleep, the Chain is miſy'd, 
Thy Kinſman has expreſt thee, and the old Knight 
With Palſey-hams now labours thy releaſe. 
What reſts, is all in thee, ro Corjure, Captain. 


Capt. Conjure? *sfoor, George, you know, the Devil a ns 


conjuring I can conjure, 


Pye. The Devil of conuring ? pay bv my fav, I'd n ot F 


have thee do' ſo much, Captain, as the Devil a conjuring 3 
| look 
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look here, I ha brought thee a Circle ready charactered 
and all. | | | 
Cap. *Sfoot, George, art in thy right Wits, doſt know 
what thou ſayſt? why doſt talk to a Captain a conurinp? 
didſt thou ever hear of a Captain conjure in thy Life? , 
doſt call't a Circle? 'tis too wide a thing, methinks ; 
had it been a leſſer Circle, then I knew what to have fu 
done. | 
Pye. Why every Fool knows that, Captain; nay then 
Tu not cog with you, Captain, if you'll ſtay and hang the 


next Seſſions you may. | * 
. » Gapt, No, by my Fatth, George, come, come, let's to 5 


conjuring. | 
Pye. But if you look to be releaſed, as my Wits have took 
pain to work it, and all means wrought to farther it, beſides I th 
to put Crowns in your Purſe, to make you a Man of better I p. 
hopes, and whereas before you were a Captain or poor Sol- 
dier, to make you now a Commander of rich Fools, which I 1, 
is truly the only beſt purchace Peace can allow you, ſafer 
than High-ways, Heath, or Cony-groves, and yet a far bet- 
ter Booty; for your greateſt Thieves are never hang'd, ne- ſu 
ver hang'd; for why? they re wiſe, and cheat within Doors; 
and we geld Fools of more Mony in one Night, than your 
falſe-tail'd Gelding will purchaſe in a Twelve-Months run- 


ning, which confirms the old Beldams ſaying, He's wiſeſt, 0 
that keeps himſelf warmeſt, that is, he that robs by a good 
Fire, | 
Capt, Well opened i'faith, George, thou haſt pull'd that bn 
ſaying out of the Husk. B 
Pye. Captain Idle, tis no time now to delude or delay, 
the old Knight will be here ſuddenly, I'll perfect you, di- \ 
rect you, tell you the trick on't: tis nothing. b 
Capt. Sfoot, George, I know not what to ſay to't, con- o 
jure? I ſhall be hang'd &er I conjure. | p 


Pye, Nay, tell not me of that, Captain, you'll ne'er con- 
jure after you're hang'd, I warrant you; look you, Sir, 21 , 
parlous Matter, ſure, firſt to ſpread your Circle upon the MW , 
Ground, then with a little conjuring Ceremony, as I'll have 
a2 Hackney-man's Wand filver'd o'er a purpoſe for you, MW 
then arriving in the Circle, with a huge Word, and a great 
Trample, as for inſtance have you never ſeen a ſtalking, 
> ſtamping 


ſtamping Player, that will raiſe a tempeſt with his Tongue, 
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and Thunder with his Heels? | 
© Capt. O yes, yes, yes; often, often. TL 

Pye. Why be like ſuch a one? for any thing will blear 
the old Knight's Eyes; for you muſt note, that He'll neꝰer 
dare to venture into the Room, only. perhaps peep: fear- 
fully through the Key-hole, to ſee how the Play goes for- 
ward. | K 
Capt. Well, I may go about it when I will, but mark the 
end on't, I ſhall but ſhame my ſelf i' faith, George, ſpeak 
big words, and ſtamp and ſtare, and he look in at Keyhole, | 
why the very thought of that would make me laugh out- 
right, and ſpoil all; nay III tell thee, George, when I ap- 
prehend a thing once, I am of ſuch a laxative Laughter, 
that if the Devil himſelf ſtood by, I ſhould laugh in his 
Face. 

Pye. Puh, that's but the babe of a Man, and may eaſily 
be huſh'd, as to think upon ſome diſaſter, ſome ſad Misfor- 
tune, as the Death of thy Father 1'th* Country. 

Capt. *Sfoot, that would be the more to drive me into 
ſuch an ecſtaſie, that I ſhould ne'er lin laughing elſe, 

Pye. Why then think upon going to hanging. 

Capt. Maſs that's well remembered, now I'll do well, I 


warrant thee, ne'er fear me now; but how ſhall I do, George, 


for boiſterous Words, and horrible Names ? 

Pye. Puh, any fuſtian Invocations, Captain, will ſerve as 
well as the beſt, ſo you rant them out well, or you may go 
to a Pothecary's Shop, and take all the words from the 
Boxes. . | 

Capt. Troth, and you ſay true, George, there's ſtrange 
words enow to raiſe a hundred Quack-falvers, though they 
be ne'er ſo poor when they begin? but here lyes the fear 
on't, how if in this falſe Conjuration, a true Devil ſhould 
pop up indeed. | 

Pye. A true Devil, Captain? why there was neer ſuch a 4 
one, nay faith he that has this place, is as falſe a Knave as 
our laſt Church-warden, 45 8 

Capt. Then he's falſe enough a Conſcience i'faith 
George, | | 


The 
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be Cry 4. Marſhalſea. Enter Sir Godfrey, Ar. Edmond, . 


and Nicholas. knc 

Cry Priſoners, Good Gentlemen over the way, ſend your ma 
relief: | | | a 
Good Gentlemen over the way, — Good, Sir Godfrey? | ( 
Pye. He's come, he's come. | To 
Nich. Maſter, that's my Kinſman yonder in the Buff. off 
Jerkin— Kioſman, that's my Maſter yonder i'th Taffaty of 
Hat pray ſalute him intirely. cor 
[Tue ſalute; and Pye- boord ſalutes Maſter Edmond. III 
Sir God. Now my Friend. . 
Pyc. May I partake you! Name, Sir? He 
Edm, My Name is Maſter Edmond. Re 
Pye. Matter Edmond, — are you not a Welſhman, Sir? ? 
Edm. A Welſhman? why? 5 


Pye. Becauſe Maſter is your Chriſten Name, and Ea- ſh: 
mond your Sir- name. ä 
Edm. O no: I have more names at home, Maſter Ed- ] for 
mond Plus is my full Name at length. | 
Pye. O cry you mercy, Sir £ Whiſpering. th: 
Capt. I underſtand that you a!e my Kinſman's good Ma- 
ſter, and in regard of that, the beſt of my Skill is at your I up 
Service; but had you fortun'd a meer Stranger, and made I 38: 
no means to me by acquaintance, I ſhould have utterly de- 
nied to have been the Man; both by reaſon of the Act 
of Parliament againſt Conjurers and Witches, as alſo, be- 80 
cauſe I would not have my Art vulgar, trite, and com- 
mon. K 
Sir God. I much-commend your care there, good Cap- 
tain Conjurer, and that I will be ſure to have it private 0 
enough, you ſhall do't in my Siſter's Houſe,----mine own 
Houle I may call it, for both our charges therein are pro- 
portion'd. Ll LY 
Capt. Very good, Sir,----what may I call your loſs, Sir? 
Sir God, O you may call't a great Loſs, a grievous Loſs, 
Sir, as goodly a Chain of Gold, though I ſay it, that wore 
it; how ſay'ſt thou, Nicholas? 
Nich. O 'twas as delicious à Chain of Gold, Kinſman, you 
now | | 
Sir God. You know, did you know't, Captain? 


. 


Capt. 


if 
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Capt. Truſt à Fool with fecrets? dir, he may fay I © 
know; his meaning is, becauſe my Art is ſuch, that by it I 
may gather a knowledge of all Things —  - 

Sir God. Ay, very true. 
Capt. A pox of all Fools the excuſe ſtuck upon my 
Tongue like Ship- pitch upon a Mariner's Gown, not to come 
off in haſte ber- lady, Knight, to loſe ſuch a fair Chain 
of Gold, were a foul Loſs; Well, I can put you in this good 
comfort on't, if it be between Heav'n and Earth, Koight, 
Tl ha't for you. + 

Sir God. A wongerful Conjurer,— O TI, tis between 
Heav'n and Earth, I warrant you, it cannot go out of the 
Realm. know 'tis/ſomewhere about the Earth. 

Capt. Ay, — the Earth than thou wot'ſt on. 
Sir Ged. For firſt, my Chain was rich, and no rich taing 
ſhall enter into Heav'n, you know. 

Nich. And as for the Devil, Maſter, he has no need on't, 
for you know he has a great Chain of his own. 

Sir God. Thou fay'ſt true, Nicholas, but he has put off 
that now, that lyes by him. 

Capt. Faith, Knight, in few words, I preſume ſo much 
upon the Power of my Art, that I could warrant your Chein 
again. 

” Sir God. O dainty Captain! 

Capt. Marry, it will coſt me much ſweat, I were better 
go to ſixteen Hot-houſes. | 

Sir God. Ay, good Man, I warrant thee, 

Capt. Beſide great Vexation of Kidney and Liver. 

Nich. O, *twill tickle you hereabouts, Couſin, becauſe 
you have not been us'd tot. 

Sir God, No? have you not been us'd to't, Captain? 

Cape. Plague of all Fools ſtill ;——indeed, Knight, I have 
not us'd it a good while, and therefore Twill ſtrain me ſo 
much the more, you know. 

Sir God. O it wil', it will. | 

Capt. What plunges he puts me to? Were not this Knight 
a Fool, I had been twice ſpoiłd now; that Captain's worſe 
than accurſt that has an Afs to his Kinfman, 'sfcot, I fear 
he will drivePt out before I come to't,—— Now, Sir, 
to come to the point indeed, you fee I ſtick here in 
the jaw of the Harſhalſea, and cannot do't. 


Sir 
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Sir God. Tut, tat, I know thy meaning, thou would 


fay thou'rt a Priſoner, I tell thee thou'rt none. ſh 
Capt. How, none? why is not this the Mar fpalſea ? ſh 
ir God. Will't hear me ſpeak? I heard of thy rare Con- 
uring : | a | 
My Chain was loſt, I ſweat for thy Releaſe, 
As thou ſhalt do the like at home for me: of 
Keeper. | th 
Enter Keeper . ty 
Keep. Sir. 
Vr God. Speak, is not this Man free? 
Ke. Ves, at his Pleaſure, Sir, the Fees diſcharg'd. 
Sir God. Go, go, I'll diſcharge them, I. 
Keep. I thank your Worſhip. [Exit Keeper. th 
Cpt. Now, truſt me, you're a dear Knight; kindneſs un- 
expected! O there's nothing to a free Gentleman. th 
I will conjure for you, Sir, till Froth come through my ro 
Buff- Jerkin. 8 of 


Sr God. Nay, then thou ſhalt not paſs with fo little a 
Bounty, for at the firſt ſight of my Chain again. forty 
five Angels ſhall appear unto thee. | 

Cpt. *T will be a glorious ſhow, i'faith, Knight, a very fo 

fine ſhow; bur are all theſe of your own Houſe? are you ſure 
of that, Sir? 

Sir God. Ay, ay; no, no; what's he yonder talking with 
my wild Nephew, pray Heav'n he give him good Counſel, I“ 

Capt. Who, he 7 be's a rare Friend of mine, an admirable 
Fellow, Knight, the fineſt Fortune: teller. | th 

Sir God, O! tis he indeed, that came to my Lady Si- 

ſer, and foretold the loſs of my Chain; I am not angry  D 
with him now, for I ſee twas my Fortune to loſe it: By I fe 
your leave, Mr. Fortune-teller, I had a glimpſe of you at K 
home, at my Siſter's the Widow's, there you propheſied of m 
the loſs of a Chain ſimply, though I ſtand here, I was br 
he that loſt it. | 

Pye. Was it you, Sir? | | | 

Edm. A my troth, Nuncle, he's the rareſt Fellow, has 
told me my Fortune ſo right; I find it ſo right to my na- 
ture. 5 

Sir God. What ist? God ſend it 2 good one. 


to 


Edm. 


t 


re 
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E dm. O, tis a paſſing good one, Nuncle; for he ſays I 
ſhall prove ſuch an excellent Gameſter in my time, that 
ſhall ſpend all faſter than my Father got it. 

Sir God. There's a Fortune indeed, 

Edm. Nay, it hits my humor ſo pat. . C189 

Sir God, Ay, that will be the end on't; will the Curſe 
of the Beggar prevail ſo much, that the Son ſhall conſume 
that fooliſhly, which the Father got craftily; ay, ay, ay; 
'twill, *twill, twill. 

Pye. Stay, ſtay, ſtay. . 

[ Pye-boord with an Almanach, and the Captain. 

Capt. Turn over, George. 

Pye, June, Faly; here, July, that's the Month, Sunday 
thirteen, Yeſterday fourteen, to Day fifteen. 

Capt. Lock quickly for the fifteenth Day, — if within 
the compaſs of theſe two Days there would be ſome boiſte- 
rous Storm or other, it would be the beſt, I'd defer him 
off 'till then; ſome Tempeſt, and it be thy will. 

Pye. Here's the fifteenth Day, hot and fair. 

Capt. Puh, would rad been, hot and foul. 

Pye, The ſixteenth Day, that's to morrow; the Morning 
for the moſt part, fair and pleaſant. 

Capt. No luck. | 

Pye. But about high-noon, Lightning and Thunder, 

Capt. Lightning and Thunder? admirable ! beſt of all! 
Ill conjure to morrow juſt at high-noon, George. 

_ Pye. Happen but true to morrow, Almanack, and I'll give 
thee leave to lye all the Year after. | 

Capt. Sir, I muſt crave your Patience, to beſtow this 
Day upon me, that I may furniſh my ſelf ſtrongly; [ 
ſent a Spirit into Lancaſhire t'other Day, to fetch back a 
Knave-Drover, and I lock for his return this Evening to 
morrow Morning, my Friend here and I will come and 
breakfaſt with you. . 

Sir God, O, you ſhall! be moſt welcome. 

Capt. And about noon, without fail, I purpoſe to conjure. 

Sir God, Mid-noon will be a fit time for you, 

Eam. Corjuring? do you mean to conjure at our Houſe 
to morrow, Sir? 

Capt. Marry do I, Sir; *tis my intent, young Gentleman. 

| A Eam. 
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| Fam. By my troth, I'll love you while I live fort: 0 
rare! Nicholas, we ſhall have Conjuring to morrow. 
” MNich. Puh I, I could ha told you of that. 


Capt. Law, he could ha told him of that, Fool; Cox- | 


Comb, could ye? | | 
En. Do you hear me, Sir, I defire more acquaintance 
on you, you ſhall earn ſome Mony of me, now I know you 
can Conjure; but can you fetch any that is loſt? 
Capt. On, any thing that's loſt, 
Edm. Why look you, Sir, I telPt you as a Friend and a 
Conjurer; | ſhould marry a Pothecary's Daughter, and 'twas 
told me, ſhe loft her Maiden-head at Stony-Srrarford: Now 


if you'll do but ſo much as Conjure for't, and make all 


whole 292i 
Capt. That I will, Sir. | 
Edam. By my troth I thank you, la. 
Capt. A little merry with your Siſter's Son, Sir, 


Sir God. On, a ſimple young Man, very fimple; come 


Captain, and you, Sir; we'll e'en part with a Gallon of 
Wine till to marrow Break-faſt. 

Tip. Capt. Troth, agreed, Sir. 
Mich. Kinſmin Scholar. 


Pye. Why now chou art a good Knave, worth a hundred 


Browniſts. | 
Nich. Am I indeed, la; I thank you heartily, la. | Exe. 


Wy _ 
* 


8 
— "Y 1 4 No * 
2 * * 1 


— — — 


1 ACT iv. 


Enter Moll, and Sir John Penny-Dub, 


__ I hope you will not ſerve a Knight ſo, Gen- 

tlewoman, will you? to caſheer him, and caſt 

him off at your Pleaſure; what do you think I was dubb'd 
for nothing, no by my Faith, Lady's Daughter, | 

Moll. Pray Sir John Penny · Dub, let it be difer'd a- while, 

I have a Heart to marry as you can have; but as the For- 

tune - teller told me. | 


\ 


Dab. Pax o'th' Fortune-teller, would Derrick had been 


his Fortune ſeven Year ago, to croſs my Love thus; did he 
| know 


fu 


he 


know what caſe I was in? why this is able to make a Man 
drown himſelf in's Father's Fiſh-Pond. 

Moll. And then he told me moreover, Sir John, that 
the Breacb of it kept my Father in Purgatory. | 

Dub. In Purgatory ? why let him purge out his Heart 
there, what have we to do with that? there's Phyſicians 
enow there to caſt his Water, is that any Matter to us? 
how can he hinder our Love ? why let him be hang'd now 
he's dead? —- Well, have I rid Poſt Day and Night, to 
bring you merry News of my Father's Death, and now. 

Moll. Thy Father's Death? is the old Farmer dead? 

Dub. As dead as his Barn-Door, Moll. | 

Moll. And you'll keep your Word with me now, Sit 
John, that I ſhall have my Coach and my Coachman ? 

Dub. Ay faith. | 

Moll. And two white Horſes with black Feathers to 
draw. it? | 

Daub. Too. 

Moll. A guarded Lackey to run befor't, and py'd Li- 
veries to come traſhing aſter't. : 

Dab. Thou ſhalt, Moll. 

Moll. And to let me have Mony in my Purſe to go 
whither I will. 

Dub. All this. | | 

Moll. Then come, whatſo&er comes on't, we'll be made 
ſure together before the Maids o'th* Kitchen. | Exit. 

Enter Widow, Frances and Frailty. 

Md. How now? where's my Brother Sir Godfrey? went 
he forth this Morning ? 2 | 

Frail. O no Madam, he's above at Breakfaſt; with Sir 
Reverence a Conjurer. 

Mad. A Conjurer ? what manner of Fellow is he ? 

Frail, Oh, a wondrous rare Fellow, Miſtreſs, very 
ſtrongly made upward, for he goes in a Buff-Jerkin ; he 


ſays he will fetch Sir Godfrey's Chain again, if it hang be- 


tween Heaven and Earth. 

Wid. What | he will not? then he's an exlent Fellow I 
warrant 3 how happy were that Woman to be bleſt with 
ſuch a Husband, a Man curning ? how do's he look, Frail- 
ty very ſwartly I warrant, with black Beard, ſcorcht 
Cheeks, and ſmoaky Eye-brows. _ | | 

—_— —— Frail. 
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Frail. Foh ——— he's neither ſmoak-dryed, nor ſcorcht, 
nor black, nor nothing, I tell you, Madam, he looks as 
far to ſee to as one of us; ; I do think, but if you law him 
once; you'd take him to be a Chriſtian, 

Fran. So fair, and yet ſo cunning, that's to be wondred 
at, Mother. 

Enter Sir Oliver Muckhill, and Sir Andrew Tipſtaffe. 

_ Bleſs you, ſweet Lady. | 

Tip. And you, fair Miſtreſs. [Exit Frailty. 
Md. Coades, what do you mean, Gentlemen ? Fie, did 
I not give you your Anſwers ? 

Much, Sweet Lady ? 

Mid. Well, I will not ſtick with you far a Kis; 
Daughter, kiſs the Gentleman for once. 

Fran, Yes Forſooth. 

Tip. I'm proud of ſuch a Favour. 

Md. Truly la, Sir Oliver, you're much too blame to come 
again when you know my Mind ſo well delivered — as a 
Widow could deliver a thi 

Much. But I expect a fart er Comfort, Lady. 

Mid. Why la you now, did I not deſire you to pur off 
your Suit quite and clean when you came to me again ? 
how ſay you? did I not? 

Much, But the ſincere Love which my Heart bears to 


you 
Md. Go to, I'll cut you off: and Sir Oliver to put you 
in Comfort, afar off, my Fortune is read me, I muſt marry 


again. 

Mack. O bleſt Fortune 

* But not as long as I can chuſe; mays I'll hold out 
we 

Euter Frailty. 

Frail. O Madam, Madam. 

ma. How now ?- what's the haſte? [ In her Ear. 
- Tip. Faith, Miſtreſs Frances, I'll maintain you gallantly, 
Pill bring you to Couit, wean you among the fair Society 
of Ladies poor Kinſwomen of mine in Cloth of Silver, be- 
ſide you ſhall have your Monkey, your Parrot, your Mu“ 
kat, and your Piſs, Piſs, Piſs. 
Fran. It will de very well. 
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Mid. What, do's he mean to Conjure here then ? how i 
ſhall I do to be rid of theſe Knights, —— pleaſe you, 
Gentlemen, to walk a while i'th* Garden, to gather a Pink, 
or a Gilly-flower. 

Both. With all our Hearts, Lady, and count us fa- 
vour'd. * | Exemnt. 

Sir God, within.) Step in, Nicholas, look, is the Coalt 
cler? 
 Nicb. Oh, as clear as a Carter's Eye, Sir. 

Sir God. Then enter Captain Conurer ; — now 
how like you our Room, Sir ? 

Enter Sir Godfrey, Captain, Pye-boord, Edmond; 

and Nicholas. 

Cap. O wonderful convenient, 

Edm. I can tell you, Captain, ſimply FIRECY it lies 
here, tis the faireſt Room in my Mother's Houle, as dain- 
ty a room to Conjure in, methinks, —— why you may 
bid, I cannot tell how many Devils welcome in't; my Fa- 
ther has had twenty in't at once 

Pye. What, Devils? 

Edm. Devils, no Deputies, and the wealthieſt Men he 
could get. 

Sir God. Nay, put by your Chats now, fall to your Bu- 
ſineſs roundly, the Feſcue of the Dial is upon the Chriſ- 
croſs of Noon; but oh, hear me, Captain, a qualm comes 
o'er my Stomach. 

Cap. Why, what's the Matter, Sir? 

Sir God, Oh, how if the Devil ſhould prove a Knave 
and tear the Hangings. 

Cap. Fuh, I warrant you, Sir Godfrey. 

Edm. Ay; Nunkle, or ſpit Fire upo'th* Sealing. 

Sir God. Very true too, for tis but thin Plaiſtered, and 
*twill quickly take hold a“ the Laths; and if he chance 
to ſpit downward too, he will burn all the Boards. 

Cap. My Life for yours, Sir Godfrey. 

Sir God. My Siſter is very curiouß and 5 o'er this 
Room, I can tell you, and therefore i muſt needs ſpit, 
I ow deſire him to ſpit th? Chimney. 
| Pye. Why, aſſure you, Sir Godfrey, he ſhall not be brought 
up jc”: ſo little Manners, _ * and ſpawl a'th' flooy, 

2 Sr 
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Sir God. Why I thank you, good Captain, pray have a 

care I, —— fall to your Circle, we Il not trouble you I 
' warrant you, come, we'll into the next room, and becauſe 1 
we'll be ſure to keep him out there, we'll bar up the Door ] 
with ſome of the Godlies Zealous Works. 
Edam. That will be a fine Device, Nuncle ; and becauſe r 
the ground ſhall be as holy as the Dcor, I'll tear two or c 
three Roſaries in pieces, and ſtrew the Pieces about the i 

Chamber; Oh! the Devil already. * * in. Thanders, 


Pye. Sfoot, Captain, ſpeak ſomewhat for ſhame; it Ligh- y 
tens and Thunders before thou wilt begin, why when? 
Cap. Pray Peace, George, — - thou'lt make me j1 
laugh anon, and ſpoil all. b 
Hye. Ob, now it begins again; now, now, now! Captain. 1 
| Cap. Rhumbos-ragdayon, pur, pur, colucundrion, Hois- 1 
Polis. | 


Sir God. through the Key-hole, within. Oh admirable Con- 
jurer ! has fetcht Thunder already. 
Pye. Hark, hark, again Captain. 


. Benjamino, gaſpois- lay - goſgothoteron · umbrois. q 
2 God. Ob, I 2M che Devi would come away quick- : 
ly, he has no Conſcience to put a Man to ſuch Pain. a 
Pye. Again. | | 
Cap. Flowſte kak opumpos-dragone-leloomenos-hodge podge. Cl 
Pye. Well ſaid, Captain. tw 
Sir God. So long a coming? O would I had ne'er be- * 
gun't now, for I fear me theſe roaring Tempeſts will de- re: 


© Aftroy all the Fruits of the Earth, and tread upon my Corn 
| * +; — ON, i'th' Country. 

Cap. Gog de gog, hobgoblin, huncks, hounſlow, hockley te 
coome parks | 
Mid. O Brother, Brother, what a Tempeſt's i*th' Garden, 
| ſure there's ſome Conjuration abroad. | 

Sir God. "Tis at home, Siſter, 

Pye. By and by Til ſtep in, Captain. 

Cap. Nunck:Nunck, Rip-Gaſcoines, Ips, Drip-Dropite. 
Sir God. He drips and drops, poor Man; alas, alas. 

Pye. Now, I come. 

Cop. O Sulphure Sootface. 

Pye, Arch. Conj nter, what would'ſt thou with me? 


Sir 
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Sir God, O, the Devil, Siſter, i'th' Dining-Chamber ; 
ſing, Siſter, I warrant you that will keep him out ; quick- 
ly, quickly, [ Goes in. 

Pye. So, ſo, ſo; Tl releaſe thee ; enough Captain, e- 
nough ; allow us ſome time to laugh a little, they're ſhud- 
dering and ſhaking by this time, as if an Earthquake were 
in their Kidneys. 

„ Sirrah George, how was't, how was't? did I do't 
well enough 2 . 

Pye, Woult believe me, Captain, better than any Con- 
jurer, for here was no harm in this; and yet their horri- 
ble expeRation ſatisfied well, you were much beholding to 
Thunder and Lightning at this time, it grac'd you well, 
I can tell you. | 

Cap. I muſt needs ſay ſo, George, Sirrah if we could ha' 
convey'd hither cleanly a Cracker, or a Fire- wheel, tad 


been admirab'e. 
Pye. Blurt, blurt, there's nothing remains to put thee to 


pain now, Captain. 

Pain ? I proteſt, George, my Heels are ſorer than 
a Whiſon Morris-dancer's. 
Pye. All's mp now, ——— only to reveal that the 
Chain's i'th' Garden, where, thou know'ſt, it has lain theſe 


two Days. 
Cap. But I fear, that Fox Vicholas has reveal'd it al- 


ready. 

Pye, Fear not, Captain, you muſt put to it th' venture 
now: Nay f tis time, call upon 'em, take pity on em, for I 
believe ſome of em are in a pitiful Caſe by this time. 

Cap. Sir Godfrey, Nicholas, Kinſman, —— s foot 
they're faſt at it ſtill ; George, Sir Godfrey? 

Sir God, Oh, is that the Devil's Voice ? how comes he 
to know my Name ? 

Cap. Fear not, Sir Godfrey, all's quieted. 

Sir God, What, is he laid ? 

Cap. Laid ; and has newly dropt 
Your Chain i'th' Garden. 

Sir God. I'th Garden ! in our Garden? 

Cap. Your Garden. 
Sir God, O ſweet Conjurer! whereabouts there? 


Cap. Look well about a Bank of Roſemary, 
| Hh 3 Sir 
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Sir God. Siſter, the Roſemary- bank, come, come; there's 


my Chain, he fays. | 


Mid. Oh, happinefs ! run, run. | Sppoſeth to go. 
Edm. Captain Conjurer ? [.Edm. at key-hole. 
Gap, Who ? Maſter Edmond ? 
Exam, Ay, Maſter Edmond; may I come in ſafely with- 
out Danger, think you ? | 
Cap. Puh, long ago, it is all as *ewas at farſt ; 
Fear nothing, pray come near, ———— how now, Man? 
Edm. Oh! this Room's mightily hot faith; 'slid, my 
ſhirt ſticks to my Belly already; what a ſteam the Rogue 
has leſt behind him? Foh, this room muſt be air'd, Gen- 
tlemen, it ſmells horribly of Brimſtone, - let's open 
the Windows. 
Pye. Faith, Maſter Edmond, tis but your Conceit. 
Edm. I would you could make me believe that, i'faith, 
who do you think I cannot ſmell his Savour, from another; 
yet I take it kindly from you, becauſe you would not put 


me in a Fear, faith ; a my Troth I ſhall love you for this 


the longeſt Day of my Life, 
Cap. Puh, tis nothing, Sir, love me when you ſee 
more. 


Edam. Maſs, now remember, I'll look whether he has 


ſindged the Hangings, or no. 


Pye. Captain, to entertain a little ſport till they come ; 
make him believe, you'll charm him inviſible, he's apt to 
admire any thing, you ſee, let me alone to give force 
tots 

Cap. Go, retire to yonder end then. 

Edm. I proteſt you are a rare Fellow, are you not? 

Cap. O Maſter Edmond, you know but the leaſt part of 
me yet; Why now at this Inſtant I could flouriſh my Wand 
thrice-o'er your Head, and charm you inviſible. | 

* Edm. What you could not? make me walk inviſible 
Man ? I ſhould laugh at that i faith; troth I'll requite your 
Kindneſs ; an you'll do't, good Captain Conjurer. 
Cap. Nay, I ſhould hardly deny you ſuch a ſmall kind- 
neſs, 'Maſter Edmond Plus, why, look you, Sir, *tis no more 
but this, and thus agen, and now y'are inviſible. 
 Eam, Am I faith ? who would think it? 
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Cap. You ſee the Fortune- teller yonder at farther end 
oth Chamber, go toward him, do what you will with him, 
he ſhall neer find you. 

Edm. Say you fo, I'll try that rfaith -=-- | Fuſtles him, 


Pye. Hoe now Captain ? who's that juſtled me ? 
Cap. Juſtled you ? I faw'no body. 


Edam. Ha, - has —— gay was a Spirit. 
Cap. Shall I ? = may be ſome Spirit that haunt 
the Circle. 


Pye. O my Noſe, agen, pray conjure then, Captain, 
| Pulls him by the Noſe. 
Edm, Troth this is exlent, I may do any Knavery now 
and never be ſeen, ----- and now L remember me, Sir God 
my Uncle abus'd me t'other day, and told Tales of me to 
my Mother — Troth now I'm inviſible, FIl hit him 
a round whirrit æ tear, when be comes out 2 th garden, —— 
I may be reveng'd on him now finely, 
Emer Sir Godfrey, Widow, - Frances, Nicholas 
with the Chain. 

Sir God, I have my Chain again, my Chain's found 
again. | [Edmond Pe him. 
O ſweet Captain, O admirable Conjurer. | 
O, what mean you by that, Nephew ? 

Edm, Nephew ? I hope you do not know me, Uncle? 

Mid. Why did you ſtrike your Uncle, Son ? 

Edm. Why, Captain, am I not inviſible ? 

Cap. A good jeſt, George, not now you are not, Sir, 
Why did not you ſee me, when J did uncharm you? 

Edm, Not I, by my troth, Captain; 

Then pray you pardon me, Uncle, 
I thought I'd been inviſible when I ſtruck you. 

Sir God, So, you would do't? go, --- you're en Boy, 
And were I not o'ercome with greater Joy, 

I'd make-you taſte Correction, 
Edm. Correction, puſh 


no, neither you nor my 


Mother, ſhall think to whip me as you have done. 

Sir God, Captain, my joy is ſuch, I know not how to 
thank you, let me embrace you, O my ſweet Chain, glad- 
neſs e en makes me giddy, rare Man; 'twas juſt 1'th* Roſe- 
* as if one ſhould ha laid it there, — O cunning, 
cunning ! 
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Wid. Well, ſeeing my Fortune tells me I muſt marry ; 
let me marry a Man of Wit, a Man of Parts, here's a wor- 
thy Captain, and tis a fine Title truly la to be a Captain's 
Wife, a Captain's Wife, it goes very finely, beſide all the 
World knows that a worthy Captain is a fit Companion to 
any Lord, then why not a ſweet Bed-fellow for any La- 
dy, — I' have it fo - — 

| Enter Frailty. 

Frail. O Miſtreſs, Gentlemen, there's the braveſt Sight 
coming along this way. 

Mid. What brave Sight? 

Frfrail. O, one going, to burying, and another going to 
Hanging. 

Ma. A rueful Sight, 

Pye. *Sfoot, Captain, I'll pawn my Life the Corporal's 
Coffin'd, and old Skirmiſh the Soldier going to Execution, 
and *cis now about the time of his waking ; hold our a lit- 
le longer, ſleepy Potion, and we ſhall have exlent Admira- 
tion ; for I'll take upon me the Cure of him. 

Enter the Coffin of the Corporal, the Soldier bound, and 

Ee led by Officers, the Sheriff there. 

Frail. O here they come, here they come ! 

Pye. Now muſt I cloſe ſecretly with the Soldier, pre- 
vent his impatience, or elſe all's diſcovered, + 

Mad. O lamentable ſeeing, theſe were thoſe Brothers, 
that fought and bled before our door, 

Sir God. What, they were not, Siſter ? 

Skir. George, look to'r, I'll peach at Tiburs elle, 

Pye. Mum — Gentles all, vouchſafe me Audience, 
and you eſpecially, Maſter Sheriff: 

Yon Man is bound to Execution, 

Becauſe he woynded this that now lyes cofin'd. 

' Sher. True, true, he ſhall have the Law, and 
I know the Law. 55 

Pye. But under Favour, Maſter Sheriff, if this Man had 
3 and fafe again, he ſhould have been releas d 

Us | r 
. Sher. Why, make you Queſtion of that, Sir ? 

Pye. Then I releaſe him freely, and will take upon me 
the Death that he ſhould die, if within a little Seaſon I 
go not cure him to his proper Health again, 


Sher. 


. 


the Widow of Watling-ſtreet. 3237 

Sher. How, Sir? recover a dead Man? | 
That were moſt ſtrange of all. Frances comes to him. 

Fran, Sweet Sir, I love you dearly, and could wiſh my 
beſt part yours, O do not undertake ſuch an impol- 
ſible venture. 8 

Pye. Love you me? then for your ſweet ſake I'll do't: 
Let me entreat the Corps to be ſet down. 

Sher. Bearers, ſet down the Coffin. this is wonderful, 
and worthy Stow's Chronicle. 

Pye, I pray beſtow the freedom of the Air upon our whol- 
ſome Art, — Maſs his Cheeks begin to receive natural 
warmth : Nay, good Corporal, wake betime, or I ſhall have 
a longer Sleep than you, ————'$foot, if he ſhould prove 
dead indeed now, he were fully reveng'd upon me for ma- 
king a Property on him, yet I had rather run upon the Ropes, 
than have the Rope like a Tetter run upon me, O he 
ſtirs he ſtirs again look, Gentlemen, he recovers, 
he ſtarts, he riſes. 

Sher. Oh, oh, defend us but, alas. | 

Pye. Nay, pray be ſtill; you'll make him more giddy 
elſe, —he knows no Body yet. 

Corp. Zowns 3 where am I? cover'd with Snow? I 
marvel ? 

Pye. Nay, 1 knew he would Swear the firſt thing he did, 
25 ſoon as he came to Life again. 

Corp. 'Sfoot, Hoſteſs ſome hot Porridge, —oh, ho, lay 
on a dozen of Faggots in the Moon Parlour, there. 

Pye. Lady, you mult needs take a little pity of him #faich, 
and ſend him into your Kitchen Fire, 

Wid. O, with all my Heart, Sir Nicholas and Frailty, help 
to bear him in. 

Nick. Bear him in, quotha, pray call in the Maids, I ſhall 


neer have the Heart to do't, indeed la. | 
Frail. Nor I neither, I cannot abide to handle a Ghoſt, 


of all Men. 7 
Corp. Sloud, let me ſee, where was I drunk laſt Night? 


hah — 
Md. O, ſhall I bid you once again take him away ? 


Frail: Why, we're as fearful as you, I warrant you 
oh — 2 * " 00 ; 


* 
— 


23s " The Puritan : Or, 


Mad. Away, Villains, bid the Maids make him a Cawdle a 


preſently to ſettle his Brain or a Poſſet of Sack, quickly, 


uickly. Exeunt, pu ſbing in the Corps. 
x Sher. Sir, whatſoc'er you are, I do more than admire 
you. 


Mid. O I, if you knew all, Maſter Sheriff, as you ſhall 
do, you would ſay then, that here were two of the rareſt 
Men within the Walls of Chriſtendom, A. 

Sher. Two of em, O wonderful : Officers, I diſcharge 
you, ſet him free, all's in tune. 

Sir Gad. Ay, and a Banquet ready by this time, Maſter 
Sheriff, to which I moſt cheerfully invite you, and your late 
Priſoner there : Sce you this goodly Chain, Sir, mum, no 
more Words, *twas loſt and is found again; come, my in- 
eſtimable Bullies, we'll talk of your Noble Acts in ſparkling 
Charnico, and inſtead of a Jeſter, we'll ha the Ghoſt ith? 
white Sheet fit at upper end o'th* Table. | 

Sher, Exlent, merry Man, i'faith. [ Exit, 

Fran. Well, ſeeing I am enjoin'd to love, and marry, 
My fooliſh Vow thus I caſheer to Air | 
Which firſt begot it, now, Love, play thy part; 
The Scholar reads his Lecture in my Heart. | Exeunt, 


—_— 


ACT v. SCENE 1. 
Enter in haſte Maſter Edmond and Frailty. 


al HIS is the Marriage-morning for my Mother and 

my Siſter, 5 
Frail, O me, Maſter Edmond, we ſhall have rare doings. 
Eam, Nay go, Frailty, run to the Sexton, you know my 

Mother will be married at Saint Autlings, hie thee, tis paſt 


five, bid them open the Church-door, my Siſter is almoſt 
ready. 


Frail. What already, Maſter Edmond ? 

Edm. Nay, go hie thee, firſt run to the Sexton, and run 
to the Clerk, and then run to Maſter Pigman the Parſon, and 
then run to the Milliner, and then run home again, 


— 


Frail. 


# 
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Frail. Here's run, run, run 

Edam. But hark, Frailty. 

Frail. What, more yet? | 

Edam. Have the Maids remembred to ſtrew the way to the 
Chur ch. | p 

Frail. Foh, an hour ago I help'd 'em my ſelf. 

Edm. Away, away, away, away then, 

Frail. Away, away, away, away then. [Exit Frailty. 

Edm. I ſhall have a ſimple Father-in-law, a brave Captain, 
able to beat all our Street: Captain /dle, now my Lady Mo- 


ther will be fitted for a delicate Name, my Lady Lale, my 


Lady Jale, the fineſt Name that can be for a Woman, and 
then the Scholar, Maſter Pye-boord for my Siſter Frances, that 
will be Miſtreſs Frauces Pye-boord, Miſtreſs Frances Pye-boord, 
they'll keep a good Table, I warrant you : Now all the 
Knights Noſes are put out of joint, they may go to a Bone» 
ſetters now. | 


Enter Captain, and Pye-boord, 


Hark, hark; O who comes here with two Torches beſore em, 
wy {ſweet Captain, and my fine Scholar? O how bravely 
they are ſhot up in one Night, they look like fine Britains 
now methinks, here's a gallant change ifaith; lid, they 
have hir'd Men and all by the Clock, 

Capt. Maſter Edmond, kind, honeſt, dainty Maſter Ed- 
mond, | 

Edm. Foh, ſweet Captain Father-in-law, a rare perfume 
!' faith, 

Pye. What, are the Brides ſtirring? may we ſteal upon em, 
think'ſt thou, Maſter Edmoud? 

Edm, Faw, they're &en upon readineſs, I can aſſure you; 
for they were at their Torch e'en now, by the ſame token I 
tumbled down the Stairs, # | 

Pye. Alas, poor Maſter Edmond. "x 


Enter Muſicians, 2 


Capt. O, the Muſicians! I prethee, Maſter Edmond, call 
em in, and liquor 'em a little. b ; 
Edm. That I will, ſweet Captain Father-in-law, and make 
each of them as drunk as a common Fidler. Exeunt. 
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Enter Sir John Penny-Dub, wart Moll above lacing of her 
Cloaths, : b 
Dub. Whewh, Miſtreſs Moll, Miſtreſs Moll. 
Moll. Who's there? 
Dub. Tis I. 
Moll. Who, Sir John Penny-Dab ? O you're an early 
Cock i faith, who would have thought you to be ſo rare a 
ſtirrer? 
Dab. Prethee, Moll, let me come up. 
Moll. No by my Faith, Sir John, I'll keep you down, for 
you Knights are very dangerous, if once you get above. 
Dub. Tit not lay ifaith. 

Moll, I'ſaith you ſhall ſtay; for, Sir John, you muſt note 
the nature of the Climates: Your Northern Wench in her 
own Country may well hold out till ſhe be fifteen, but if 
ſhe touch the South once, and come up to London, here the 
Chimes go preſently after twelve. 

Dub. O thou'rt a mad Wench, Moll, but I prethee make 
haſte, for the Prieſt is gone before. 
Moll. Do you follow him, I'll not be long after. 
| | Exeunt. 
Enter Sir Oliver Muck-hill, Sir Andrew Tipſtaff, and old 
Muck. O monſtrous unheard of Forgery! 
Tip. Knight, I never heard of ſuch Villany in our own 
Country, in my Life, 
Muck. Why, tis impoſſible, dare you maintain your 


Words? 


Shir. Dare we? Cen to their wezen Pipes; we know all 
their Plots, they cannot ſquander with us, they have knaviſh- 
ly abus d us, made only Properties on's to advance their 
ſelves upon our Shoulders, but they ſhall rue their Abuſes, 
this Morning they are to be married. © 

Muck. Tis too true, yet if the Widow be not too much 
beſotted on Slights and Forgeries, the Revelation of their 
Villanies will make em loathſome, and to that end, be it 
in private to you, I ſent late laſt Night to an Honourable 


Perſonage, to whom I am much indebted in kindneſs, as 


he is to me, and therefore preſume upon the payment of 
his Tongue, and chat he will lay out good words for me, 


and 


| 
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and to ſpeak Truth, for ſuch needful Occaſions, I only pre- 
ſerve him in Bond, and ſometimes he may do me more 
good here in the City by a free Word of his Mouth, than 4 
if he had paid one half in Hand, and took Doomſday for Y 
rother. | 
Tip. In troth, Sir, without ſoothing be it ſpoken, you 
have publiſh'd much Judgment in theſe few Words, 3: 
Muck, For you know, what ſuch a Man utters will be 
thought effectual, and to weighty purpoſe, and therefore 
into his Mouth we'll put the approved Theme of their 
Forgeries. | - 
Skir, And PI maintain it, Knight, if ſhell be true. 
" Emer a Servant, 
Muck. How now, Fellow. ” 
Ser, May it pleaſe you, Sir, my Lord is newly lighted 
from his Coach. 
Muck, Is my Lord come already? his Honour's early; 
You ſee he loves me well; up before Heaven, Le 
Truſt me, I have found him Night-capt at eleven: 
There's good hope yet; come, III relate all to him. 
| | | Exennt, 


Enter the two Bridegrooms, Captain and Scholar. After them, 
Sir Godfrey and Edmond, Widow chang'd in Apparel, 
Miſtreſs Frances led between two Knights: Sir John Penny= , * 
Dub and Moll; there meets them a Nobleman, Sir Oliver 
Muck-hill, and Sir Andrew Tipſtaff. 


Nob. By your leave, Lady. GIS 

Mid. My Lord, your Honour is moſt chaſtly welcome: 

Nob. Madam, though I came now from Court, I come 
not to flatter you; upon whom can I juſtly caſt this Blot, 
but upon your own Forehead, that know not Ink from 
Milk, ſuch is the blind beſotting in the ſtate of an un- 
headed Woman that's a Widow, For it is the property 
of all you that are Widows (a Handful excepted) to hate 
thoſe that honeſtly and carefully love you, to the main- 
tenance of Credit, State, and Poſterity, and ſtrongly to 
doat on thoſe, that only love you to undo you; and re- 
gard you leaſt, are beſt regarded ; who hate you moſt, 
are beſt beloved. And if there be but one Man amongſt 
ten thouſand Millions of Men, that is accurſt, — 
an Bo 
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and evilly Planeted ; whom Fortune beats moſt; whom God 


hates moſt, and all Societies eſteem leaſt, that Man is ſure to 


be a Husband Such is the peeviſh Moon that rules your 
Bloods. - An 1mpudent Fellow beſt woes you, a flatterin 
Lip beſt wins you, or in mirth, who talks roughlieſt, is moſt 
ſweeteſt; nor can you diſtinguiſh Truth from Forgeries, 
Miſts from Simplicity; witneſs thoſe two deceitful — 
that you have entertaim d for Bridegrooms. 

Wid. Deceitſul 

Pye. All will out. 

: Cap. Sfoot, who was blab'd, George? that fooliſh M. 
cholas. 
Nob. For what they have beſotted your eaſie Blood with- 
al, were nought but eee the Fortune- telling for Huſ- 
bands, and the Conjuring for the Chain; Sir Godfrey heard 
the falſhood of all; nothing but meer Knavery, Bes and 
Couzenage. 

Mad. O wonderful | indeed I wondred that my Huſ- 
band with all his Craft, could not keep himſelf out of Pur» 

atory. 

Sir God. And I more wonder, that my Chain ſhould be 
gone, and my Taylor had none of it. 

Moll. And I wondred moſt of all, that I ſhould be tied 
from Marriage, having ſuch a mind to't ; come Sir John Pen- 
auge fair Weather on our ſide, che Moon has chang d 

nce Veſternight. 

Pye. The ſting of every evil is within me. 

Neb. And that you may perceive I feign not with you, 
behold their Fellow-ator in thoſe” Forgeries, who full of 
Spleen and Envy at their ſo ſudden Advancements, and: 
all their Plot in anger. 

Pye. Baſe Soldier, to reveal us. 

Wd Ist poſſible we ſhould be blinded ſo, and our Eyes 

0 
= Widow, will you now believe that falſe, which too 
ſoon you beliey'd true? 

Mad. O, to my ſhame, I do. 


Sir God. But under favour, my Lord, my Chain was tru- 
Iy loſt; and ſtrangely found again. | 


Mob. . him of that, Soldier. 


Stir. 
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Shir. In few words, Knight, then thou wert the Arche 
Gull of all. | * „ 
Sir God. How, Sir? THOR | | 
' Shkir, Nay I'll prove it: For che Chain was but hid in 
the Roſemary-bank all this while, and thou gotſt him out of 
Priſon to Conjure for it, who did it admirably fuſtianly, for 
indeed what needed any others, when he knew where it 

was ? ; 
2 God. O Villany of Villains ! but how came my Chain 

ere? | 

Skir, Where's Truly la, indeed la? he that will not Swear, 
but Lye ; he that will not Steal, but Rob: Pure Nicholas 
Saint Antlings. 

Sir God. O Villain! one of our Society, 
+ Deem'd always Holy, Pure, Religious: 
A Puritan, a Thief ? when was't ever heard? 
Sooner we'll kill a Man, than Steal, thou know'ſt. 
Out Slave, I'll rend my Lion from thy Bac 
With mine own Hands. 

Nich. Dear Maſter, oh. 

Nob. Nay Knight, dwell in patience. 
And now, Widow, being ſo near the Church, twere great 
pity, nay uncharity, to ſend you home again without a Huſ- 
band : Draw near, you of true Worſhip, State and Credit : 
That ſhould not ſtand fo far off from a Widow, and ſuffer 
forged Shapes to come between you. Not that in theſe T 
© blemiſh the true Titleof a Captain, or blot the fair margent of 
a Scholar, for I honour worthyand deſerving parts inthe one, 
and cheriſh fruitful Virtues in the other. Come Lady, and 
you Virgin, beſtow your Eyes and your pureſt Affections, 
upon Men of Eſtimation, both in Court and City, that have 
long woed you, and both with their Hearts and Wealth ſin- 
cerely love you. | 

Sir God, Good Siſter, do: Sweet little Frank theſe are Men 
of Reputation, you ſhall be welcome at Court; a great Cre- 
dit for a Citizen, ſweet Siſter. 

Nob, Come, her ſilenee does conſent to't. 
Mad. I know not with what Face. | 
Nob, Pah, pah, with your own Face, they deſise no 


other. 7 
Ma. | 


/ 


e Widow of Wating-ſtrcet., 3243 


& > , 


Wa * "Ihe Purican, 2 * * 


Mid. Pardon me, worthy Sirs, I and my Dathe hav 
beg your Loves. 
Muck. Tis eaſily pardon d, La. 
uf you vouchſafe it now. 
Wid. With all my Soul. 8 
Fun. And I, with all my Heart. | 
© ol. AndT, Sir Jobu, with Soul, Heart, Lights and all 
Sir God. They are all mine, Moll. 
: * N ob, Now Lady: 
What honeſt Spirit, but will applaud your choice, 
And gladly furniſh you with Hand and Voice: 
A happy change, which makes e en Heav'n rejoice. 
Come, enter in your Joys, you ſhall not want, 
For Fathers, now I doubt it not, believe me, 
1 But that you ſhall have Hands enough t to give me, 
= [Exennt anti. 
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